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He follows Nature —if She leads him wrong, 

Excuſe the Poet, tho? ye blame the Song. 
| — „ 

Whatever chance theſe humble ſtrains forego, 
They chear my ſadneſs in this vale below; 

The drear alternative of cares aſſuage, 

And help my rovings thro' a waſting age: 

If they but add to ſacred Virtue's name, a 

Tho! leſs than merit, twill be more than fame x 


NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE: 
PRINTED BY ANGUS AND RODSOX. 


— ä — 
MDCCLXXV. 


—_— 


N p * — — a — — 
— — — 


. 
: , 
4 
1 6 
— 
. 
| | : 
n 
* 
za” 
a „ . 
* 
* * 
= 
* 
1 1 
* \ . 4 . 
* ? CY * 
* 
kl * : 
a " . 
" \ 
—— 


To MY WORTHY 2 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


) Could not heſi itate, a fi ingle moment, in 

my reſolution of dedicating theſe Poctical 
Works to You ; ſeeing, that by a generous 
adoption, yon had, in a manner, already 
made them your own. They may be figu- 
ratively conſidered (and I hope without any 
ſuppoſed vanity in the author) as a ſort of 
collective ſalvage, narrowly ſaved from an 
unavoidable wreck in fortune, and have ever 
fince been carefully preſerved, thro' a long 
diſagreable ſeries of unmerited perſecution, 
to be now more ſafely fecured under your 
diſtinguiſhed patronage and protection. In 
my own boſom, I ſhall feel a'moſt laſting 
GtisfaQion, could I hereafter be aſſured, that 


my 


1 © DEDICATION. 
my unculti vated genius did in anywiſe con- 
tribute to your rational amuſement, in the 
calmer hours of ſolitude and leiſure; and I 
| ſhall ever, thro! life, ſeriouſly endeavour to 
embrace every opportunity of giving mani- 
feſt demonſtrations of my gratitude, and of 
approving myſelf, Ladies, and Gentlemen, 


— 1 


Your much obliged, - 


| Bthful bumble fans, 
* 
ILAN nrx 
eo 1775 POOLE; 
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PREFACE. 


- Think it would be of 0 ſort of moment to a 
the generality of readers, to have it placed 
upon record, what manner of man the Author 
of the following Productions was, either with 
reſpect to his perſon, to his temper, or his con- 
dition in life. Theſe. ei cumſtances, if any are 
curious to know, will be belt collected from the 
information of his particular friends and aſſoci- 
ates. His abilities as a Writer, the compoſitions 
themſelyes mult ſhew.. Abr rs in the ancient, 
or learned languages, will eaſily diſoover that 
he hath made no adyances there; and thoſe 
who are authors by trade, or profeſſion, will 
alſo find he was not one of their number. The 
Genius which nature beſtowed, he never had 
leiſure to improve by art or expenence. He in 
deed became early enamour d with the Muſes; 
but his attention was almoſt as early drawm oft 
by more material objects; and yet the bewitch- 
ing paſſion could not be totally ſubdued. IU 
the beauties of Poeſy, he fancied charms which 
k ſhone not in any other mode of expreſſion. 
Vixros, and INSTRUCTION aways * te 
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him the moſt amiable and convincing, DM 


bedecked by her. There he diſcovered a pecu- 


liar dignity and grace, which the moſt elegant, 
and correct proſe, failed to beſtow. He was L 
zealous admirer of the excellencies of others in 
this delightful art, without having the ranlty 
to hope that he ſhould himfelf ever arrive at any 
degree of perfeſtion in it: - The ethick, or mo- 


ral part, had the chief of his affection and ſfudy,” 
and the ſtrains of a Milton, a 


a Pope, a Young, 
confirmed: his ſentiments,” tat, without the love 


and practice of virtue; there can be no cim tc o 
eternal happineſs, 1 ſatisfaction to be 


found on this ſide the grave. Such immortal 


* 


bards led him on to a habit of eſteeming, and 


reput; tion of his works; *there ſeemed to be no 


need of a ſerious / ſolicitude on that ſcore, if 
they bring no bereft to the minds of men, cer. 
tain it iᷣf they were never intended to m iſead i 


44 Ne at 10H Lo a 1 
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Thus far 1 had prefaced ſome years 280, withy 


our ever: thinking of belag under any neceſſity 5 


1 4 ; of 
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applauding, the actions of good men; and on 9 
the contrary; of condemning and fatarizing thoſe | 
of fools and knaves. With regard to the future 


" ' 
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of fixing | a time for publication; nor would my 
friends and well-wiſhers have been now ſolicited 
ro ſupport a ſubſcription, but from motives of 
real exigency; the further explanation of which, 
would only give pain to. 2 certain ſentimen- 
tal delicacy, that dwells inherent in ſome con- 
genial boſoms, more tenderly ſuſceptible than 
my own. I need not, it is preſumed, appeal 
more intelligibly to that ancient, venerable, and 
accepted Order, whoſe inſtitution, and iu re- 
teived principles, are founded upon e 
benevolence. 


With regard 1 10 my ay literary imperte&tions, I 
ſtill know, more and more, that theſe are many 
and various; and lay open to che. cenſure of all, 
as well thoſe who but merely profeſs and call - 
themſelves Critics, as thoſe who are truly be- 
rome ſuch, by right praftice, and improved un- 
derſtanding. I have no claim to the farourable 
recepiion of the compilers of periodi-al Reviews, 
nor ſhould I have glanced a ſingle thought upon 
them at this ſeaſon, but from a remembrance 
the uncandid treatment, given by ſome of chem, 
1% Spkxek's ACARIAN-SHEPHERDS, a poem, 
which, in the 3 days of immortal 

| ' "4h _ ApDIs0N 
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Adam would probably have been deemed at 
honour to the kingdom. But, alas, our times 
produce no fuch diſcerning Spedtators : 4 


Several pieces, from my firſt volume, have oc- 
caſionally appeared in Mr Slack's Newcaſtle 
Chronicle, under different ſignatures. I have 
marked the ſeyeral years in which the poems 
were firſt compoſed. This was done, partly, 
for ſome information to my readers, and part- 


ly as a Critique tõ my own imperfe& judg- | 


ment. I hope, I need not apologize for adding 
to this collection, I Giorno, and La Notte, writ- 
ten by the late ingenious MASTER CLover, of 
Gateſhead. The friendſhip that was growing 
ſincerely between us, will ſufficiently plead i for 
the, with all who knew him. 


The Tragedy of the Siege of PALMYRA, in 
my ſecond volume, was honoured by the 2 


ſal, and (in ſome places) the correcting pen, of 
the late Rev. and learned Doctor RobzaTso 


Arch-Deacon of Northumberland, which was 
full encouragement to an author ſo young, and 


ſo ſituated, as I then was. My readers need not 


de again told, that I am altogether unacquainted 
with 


—— — — — — — — 


PREFACE. xi 
with che learned languages; which will account 
for the modern terms and ch, Hen, chat may be 
found interſperſed in- this play. In writings of 
this kind, I preſume, a greater regard ſhould be 
paid tothe ſtage, than tothe cloſer ; and therefore 
I have endeavoured to make the dialogues A8 
conciſe as poſſible, and given, chroughout, a con- 
{tant change of eren ny ſcenes, 28 5 5 

£414 ra : £ * 114971 "9107 7 
I confeſs myſelf in the hides & choſe WhO 
prefer plays that abound with incidents, as 
chey are certainly much more entertaining Man 
one ſimple action; and I think (with fubmiſfion to 
higher jidgnienss) 5 not incon gta; gp 


of 4 nini 18 


The character of AUR ELIAN, | intended as 


haughty and impenobs, agreable d to the "ſtory 
we have of him. | | 


"Avia a young. prince” about cighteep, 
ſo nobly deſcended, educared by Loxcyxus, and 
having ſo brave Ap En RENTUS; 3 Iwouſd 
have appear as One riſing i in virtue, and dilco- 
vering a generoſity of ſoul, worthy the ſon of a 
great aud renowned father. Th age may aton: | 


for his impatience to be aſſured of AAN 8 
vl | 


lor 
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love; and the more ſo, as it may be reaſonably 

ſuppoſed, that he had a long time entertained a 
ſerious affection for her: And althoꝰ it may be 
_ deemed imprudent in him to ſpeak. thus, whillt 
All was at ſtake, yet, when it is conſidered, that 
the lover makes his addreſs during the concili - 
ating intervals of a truce, I flatter myſelf the 
ecireumſtance will be allowed: eſpecially by 
thoſe feeling hearts, which have known the 
; "ns of wan dena pale. Nis 7 


_ looms, I would have appear a \ faithful 

miniſter, a true friend, a tender father, and a 
benevolent good man! One, whom reaſon calm/y 
e of virtue nobly mats EY 


cham, ſon of -Lonomvs, groving in his 
excellencies of * father, ow 


- RENTUS, poſſeſſed of virtues which „ 
ed his ſuperlative friendſhip with Loncmvs ; 
an intrepid ſoldier, full of action, and emulous 

of martial lor. | | 


 SANDARION, a brave officer, of a humane 


n CalToR, 


PREFACE. An 


Caixox, an old worthy ſubaltern, introduced 
occaſionally, to ſne w his affection for his general 
Tz88N7Vs, upon ſeeing his ſufferings, and 
heroicly- n W * * in 
the field. | ; 0 d oth er 


| WE 1 have nb; to _ this chay 
rater agreable to the receiyed hiſtory of her. 
A Lady of ſo extraordinary magnanimity and 
virtue, that ſhe Was the admiration of the world, 
until this criſis of her. ife ; 3, when being brought 
before AvanirAy,, he was no longer hen A 4 | 
The former 'grearmeſs of her ſpirit quite links 
within her! She owns a Mafer; * erbe, 
life, and betrays her friends. 


- 9 = g 


Al Ng, I would repreſen as amiable in 7 
perſon, and much more ſo in the ſweerneſs of 
| her temper: About the fame age with n 

and | inexprefiby in lore with bim! | 5 


The Tragedy of An rnbx had not che like * 
ruſal, or correction, with the former one. I col- 
lected my materials from ſuch hiſtories of him, as 
fell in my way ; moſt of which are very dark, re- 
ſpeQing this noble hero, but that he did exiſt, 
and ſo magnanimouſly excel, ſeems indubitably 

certain; 


3 PREFACE. 


certain ; 3nd therefore I ventured upon the ſub- 


jet , notwithſtanding all my inabilities, and want 
of beer information: Not a little actuated by 
chat itlate love of national liberty, which with 
Britons, kindles at our birth, grows with our 


= and wih our! — — relines! 


4. 11 - 1603 1 


The The period I * have pitched upon, is N 
ban AzTHuUR having entruſted his queen 125 
dominions to the care of Mopxxp, his B 


7 


whilſt he affiſted Hozz., the king of Armorica ; 3 
MogzD treacherouſly took the opportunity to to. 
ufurp the throne, debapch and marry the queen; 
and to complete the mealure of his guilt, he 
joined with the Saxotis, AzTHuR's inveterate 6 
0 Wit ſhould be aſked Why! I never offer · 
1 Plays to the tage? 1 muſt; in anſwer, 
725 / C confeſs, t that altho*T did make ſome aint 
Sfforts with the Sixx, I never could obtain 
the neceſary intereſt to attract the attention of 


he Og? either theatre. 


b g R ety 
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" 'The;poems ee Kara Peas 27 
Hareiness, have. appeared in public before; 
they are the ſame 1 in this edition, excepting 10 
e 0 har 


vis od 
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ORE wou'd the uusE her native flame exert," 
And cmulate.ghe rozr's tuneful art; 
From mortal ſcene x pleaſing tranſport nie, 
Waſting the foul to bright congenial ſkies; 1 * fi 5 
But ah, for her no lights ſuperior glow, Fact! 
Nor Can, nor Isis, teach her ſtrains to Wb 


The nobleſt thoughts her daring flights ſupply; 2 hy 


In forming droop, or in expreſſion die 

4 ITS. 
Whilſt cares, perpetual cares, muſt md: 
The ſearch for oA become a ſerious joy; SA, 


Or wanT, with all her apprehenſive train,” 


May cloud my days with infamy and pain; Jus! 6 
So all-neglected, in the mind alone 0 


She humbly roves—and meditates unknown. 


G 1744. 
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They kindly cenſure, but nd | N aſl. eal ; 3 


Vour ſmiles alone can my 


— 
wil 


A LOVE ELEGY. 


To. A 1 a N D A. | 
ob, hom the Loves: have made fo fweetly 


— 
Bleſt with thoſe charms which numbers ts ſhare ! 
A youth, un{kill'd in flattery's venal art, 
Salutes you in the language of his heart; 

His heart, chat only wou' d bright truth purſue, 

And ne'er yet glow'd for any nymph but you. 
In vain to wovds, and ſtreams, I tell my care, 
Sad melancholy. xcho anſwers there, 
To: boſom-friends if I the. pi 


- 


You, only vou, muſt cer, 


Dear, lc lovely nymph, mplong loſt peace reſtore, |. 
0 bleſs Hor teach me to admire no more: 
At once, your pity to my pain refuſe, 
Or ſmiling, crown my unaffected rows. 


3 455 What tumults all my ſoul ſurpriſe, : 0 


What confcious doubts, and weak ideas riſe,! 
Hope faints, abaſh*d, and drops the feeble reed, 
Whilſt black deſpair ſtill deepens as 1 plead ; |, 
The muſe reluctant meditates her way, | 
Nor dares attempt the ſoft inſpiring lay: 


x w -_ 


Fearful 


— 


5 Fo 
A LOVE ELEGY. 


Fearful how vain my ſuit, I'd urge no more, 

Sigh far remote, and ſilemly adore; n 
But anguiſh conquers where che boſom feigns, 
Nor can you cenſure when ſuch love complains: 
Then let that love, if numbers fail, proceed 
To ory wy e el M. reh I 


I wondering gaz'd, and all my heart was love. 3 | 
Since then, what ruthful changes. have I known ? 
My joy, y peace, my health.; my freedom gongy 
I who, waz,once fo eaſy, free and gay, rat SD - as 
Now loath the, night, and weep at riſing day. 128 
No more the ſprightly ball or concerts pleaſe, 
Eve's laanſorti delight far more than, theſes 
Life has to me, al, no pleaſures now, : 
The world's a deſert, if unbleſt with you. 
Soft. flumbers once my. dowpy j low. .crown'd, 
But now, nor aſc nor ſlumbe there are found; . 
For balmy ſleep, by heave my ſig ſighs i in vain, | 1 8 
Each lagging moment brings increaſe of pain; 5 1 
I long impatient tardy day would come, 
Then wiſhing night, in wild diſorder roam : 4 
Penſive alone, or with my friends, the ſame, no : 
Still muſt my tongue repeat my charmer's name; 
Whate'er I want, AMINDA muſt beſtow, ©: 


. er I'm RO her praiſes all muſt know ! os 
Thus 


„ 


* 
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9 A LOVE ELEGY, 
Thus ev'ry word, and ev'ry thought you move, 


Then judge, ſweet fair one, how ſincere my love ! 
Can ſuch a paſſion ever feel decay? 


Do flames which burn like mine e'er fade away? 
Amidſt the wayward ravings of my mind, 

I ſometimes paint you cruel and unkind; 
But ſurely, one, in whom ſuch charms we ſee, 
To love can never unrelenting be. 


Life of my life! and foul of all my joy! 
My contemplation, and the heart's employ ! 
Still the bright image wou'd this heart purſue, 


Still ſeek for happineſs alone from 8 


As late beneath a F elde, | 
To court that eaſe ſuch lovers ſeldom find ; f 
The noon-of-day, i in all his pride confeſt, | 
Seep (long a ſtranger) ſooth'd the penſive breaſt ; 
Then fancy, riſing on her airy wing, 

Diſplay'd the glories of the yourhful sp; 

O'er hills, and dales, her devious flight purſi'd, 
Where ſcenes, long-paſt, her buſy aid renew'd. 
Along the margin of ſome Brook ſhe'd rove, 


Or paint the mead, or harmonize the grove. | | 


Ar length, methought, within a leafy bower, 


Pome SWAINS were met to paſs a ſocial hour; 


1 cours 


— 


A LOVE ELE Gr. 5 1 


| courteous entered hen each one began 


ing grace, 


E uiss a's form, and oper 8 charming face; ; 
The lovely BELLE, with matchleſs beauty crown 'd, 


The virtuous. JexE, for all that's good renown 'd. 
Then joining in a chearful, pleaſing ſtrain, 
They ſung, © We laye, and are beloy'd.again.” 


Whilſt ſadly penſive, I was mute alone, 
Their happy joys but rais'd my deeper moan. 
*Tis- true I Iove—(the language of deſpair), 
I love—yes love the moſt deſerving fair! 
Theſe ſwains wou'd fure applaud a choice like mine, 


Glow when they ſaw, and own the nymph divine, 


But ever haplefs, ever doom'd to mourn, . 
My faithful yows receive no kind return; 
Some happier youth the virgin's ſmile hath gain'd, 


Some happier youth, for charms like hers ordain'd. 


Scarce had I fpoke—O ſcene of ſweet ſurpriſe ! 
When pity bleſs'd-me from thoſe heavenly eyes : 
Gently you touch'd my hand, and kindly ſaid; 

« Be not, fond youth, by wrong ſuſpicions led; 
“A truth like thine, the powers of love regard, 


" A truth like thine, ay mef and will reward; 
60 Then 


7 


To praiſe his FLoRA's ſhape, or SYLVIA'S mein; "IF 
Bright CyNTHIA's eyes, and Daruxz 8 bloom-. 


rr 


6 A LOVE ELEGY. 


Then freely all thy boſom-care proclaim, 
« My grateful heart ſhall glow with equal flame.” 
T heard, or thought I heard; nor longer lay, J 
Eager your welcome ſummons to obey ; 

When lo I woke, and found it yet was day! / 


O may this dream an happy omen prove, 
Timely propitious ra FipELTo's love! 0 
May you, ere long, the ſoft compaſſion own, 
And, yielding, grant that Hymgn make us, one! 
Good Gods! what joy !—each wiſh's higheſt view! 
Poſſefling all things when poſleſs'd of you rn 
Sooner ſhou'd Oct an's waves forbear to flow, 
The SUN forget in noontide rays to glow; . 
Sooner ſhou'd Nature all her wonders ceaſe, 

Than this fond heart e' er aim to love you leſs | > 
Whatever change our future fortunes ſee,- - - 
I'd reſt content, and ſtill more faithful be; 

To life's laſt day, che bliſsful warmth retain, 
And dying, hope to live with you again. 
1744: 


x * : © * = „ * Pt 
. 


A PASTORAL ELE GV. 7 


STREPHON AND ELMISSA: 


A PASTORAL 


On the my of Maſter Pattiſon if Unthank, 4 


th umberland. 


WIC L hoary N1GHT her fable wings had 
ſpread, 
And twice AURORA all her charms diſplay'd ; 


While ſhunning flocks, and herds, and rural play, 


Within a darkſome grott fad STREPHON lay: 
His preſence added to the deep repoſe, 
And filent ſighs alone expreſs'd his woes. 


FE uss longer cou'd not abſence bear, 
For he was all her wiſh, and all her care; 
An early paſſion in their boſoms grew, 
They lov'd the more, the more each other knew! 
Their honeſt ſouls ne'er lodg'd diſſembling art, 
They, ſpoke no language but the faithful heart! 


On ev'ry hill, and ev ry haunted plain, 
But long ſhe ** thoſe lov' d b in rain, 


So, all in doleful mood, ſhe ſeeks her ſwain | 5 


4 


At lengrh, as by an ancient —— ke tray d. FL 


Thro? whoſe receſs no friendly foot-paths led ; 


And g 


„„ 11110 —_— 7 8 
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Had whilſt ſhe turn'd her wiſhful looks aſide, 
O'ergrown with ſhrubs, the lonely Frotr ſhe ſpy'd. 
Thirher, with nimble ſteps, ſhe hail*ning ſpeeds, 
Nor pointed thorns, nor prickly brambles heeds. 
But when ſhe met the darkneſs of the place, 
The roſes parted from her lovely face: | 
All off her lips the glowing rubies fled, 

A chilly paleneſs o'er each feature Sow, | 

But yet, ſhe could not leave it unexplor'd, 

Kind love, and hope, their mutual aid afford. 
With feeble voice, ſhe hail'd the ſhepherd's name, 
EcHo, in ſofter tone, reply'd the ſame ; 

Again ſhe call'd—* O Strephon ! Strephon dear 
% O faithful ſhepherd ! ſpeak if thou art here.“ 
Twas then the mourner heard, and ſighing faid, 
66 Alas, who calls me midſt this joyleſs ſhade 4 


There needs no more the loves and graces 
came, 4 8. 

Aud innocence increas'd the growing unk - 
The well-known voice, ſo welcome to her ears, 
Reviv'd her courage, and diſpell'd her fears: 
The dark tremendous gloom delightſome grew. 
And in an inſtant to her love ſhe flew. 
Then round his drooping neck her arms ſhe flung, 
Her eager kiſſes ſtop'd his faltering tongue; 
While frequent ſighs upheav'd his labouring breaſt, 


"Us anguiſh there, repeated tears confeſt. | 
| ; | Some 
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Some moments thus o'erwhelm'd, they neither 
ſpoke. 
Till more compos'd, ErissA ſilence * 


E L MISS A. 

Forbear thoſe ſighs, nor Kill me with thy grief, 
What, does ELNMISs4 fail to bring relief? 
How often haſt thou ſaid, beneath y yon tree, 
For all thy ins thou found'ſt a a balm in me! 


Am I aught chang'd ſince firſt thou ſpoke thy flame! ? | 


Indeed, my STREPHoN, I am {till the fame ! 
Methinks, I can no worrhier love purſue, 

I only wiftr to find thee always true. 
Haſte then, the cauſe of all thy pain declare, 
Nor longer ſhun the day in fad deſpair =» 


Whilſt thus thou court'ſt the melancholy gloom, © 


Thy tender flocks, and herds; neglected roam: 
 Ev'n truſty Tray forfakes his deſtinꝰd charge, 
Forgets thy pipe, and roves in brakes ar large. 
From what miſchance proceeds this cold regard? 


P've ſeen the time when all my words were heard! 


Long yeſterday, a tedious nioon I thought, | 


But never dreamt ſuch loveleſs change was wroughr. 


Our neighbour CoLix gave to me thy crook, 
Which he found floating down a winding brook, 
As if he"deem'd- me miſtreſs of thy heart; 1 
Alas, he knows not I have fearce a part! 

E | 0 
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= STREPHON. 

Dear faithful girl, away with jealouſy, 
He breathes not now who ſhar'd my heart with thee, 
Sooher ſhall ſtraggling lambs forget to bleat, 
Or hungry kine the bladed graſs to eat; 
Sooner ſhall turtle doves inconſtant prove, 
Than I be faithlefs ta ELy1s8a's love. 
I've Damon loſt and for that loſs repine, 
Who * not grieye ta loſe a friend like mine? 


E L MIS 8 A. 


Ah me! if that blythe ſhepherd be no more, 

I ceaſe to wonder why thou doſt deplore ; 
For ye were friends—if friends on earth there be, 

And is he dead ? oh, cruel deſtiny! | 

Alas, what pangs muſt poor Am1ca feel, 

Mov'd by a paſſion ſhe could ne'er reveal? 

She, for young Damon, found the pleaſing ſmart 
And lov'd with all the tenderneſs of heart: 

Penſive for ever now that heart may prove, 

Sweet innocence! how luckleſs in thy love! 

Say, what fell ſickneſs ſnatch'd him to the tomb, 

Grown to ſuch ſtrength, and ſuch a manly bloom? 


S$STREPHON.. 


Some fleeting months we ſaw the ſhepherd pine, | 


* fared victim of a deep decline; | 
In 
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In vain beholding friends their aid impart, 
In vain, alas, was each phyſician's art; 
Tn vain they ſtrove by medicine to fave, 
Death, unrelenting, tore him to the grave. 
Soon as the mournful news had reach'd mine ear, 
I fled the plain, and ſought for comfort here. 
Then leave me—leave me to myſelf alone, 
Such ſolitude beſt ſuits my penſive moan. 


ELMISSA 

Not ſo, my ſwain, come give me all thy care, 
If not it all, at leaſt allow me ſhare : 
Ev'n in this frightful place I will thee tend, 
T'll grieve for Damon—Damon was thy friend” 
With equal ſighs my plaintive breaſt ſhall riſe, 
An equal ſorrow ſwell theſe ſtreaming eyes. 
But rather let us to the ſheep-folds go, 
The rural landfcape may divert thy woe; 5 | 
Thy grief will ſoften as the flow'rets ſpring, 
Thy heart will gladden while the warblers ſing : 
And there, thou may?ſt recall thy flocks and TRA, 
Or on thy reed ſome ſoothing muſic play. 


STREPHON. 


Nor flocks, nor herds, have now the power to 
pleaſe, 


This ſullen gloom delights far more than theſe. 


C2 No 
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No joy to me the varied landſcape yields 

From painted vallies, or from teeming fields: 

In vain the natives of the woodlands ſing, 
Unheeded now the enamiel'd flow'rets ſpring : 
Thoſe gayſome ſcenes no more my thoughts divide, 
Their charms all yaniſh'd when young Damon died. 
O much-loy'd youth! in whom good-nature ſhone, 
Art thou for-ever from thy $TREPHoON gone? | 
Shall our mix'd flocks no more together ſtray ? 
Shall we no more to Fora tune the lay? 
How often have we, in the bower reclin'd, 
Diſplay'd the ſecrets of each other's mind? 
But now no longer friends—uncertain fate 
What various turns on feeble mortals wait! 
To-day, perhaps, the ſun of fortune ſhines, 
To-morrow, in a ſtormy cloud declines. 

How happy I, whilſt Damon bleſt our ſhore ! 
How wretched now when Damon is no more ! 


ELMISSA. 
O ceaſe to murmur at the Will-divine, 
Nor think that no one's loſs can equal thine. 
Thou lately heard'ſt what our learn'd ya RSO ſaid, 
&« We never can be happy till we're dead!“ 
Thy friend was early wiſe—none will deny, 
But early wiſe, as well as fools muſt die. 


Tho- 


CH 
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Tho' Damon's body in the grave remains, | 
Yet, crown'd with light, his ſoul immortal reigns | 
She lives !—ſhe lives above yon ambient ſkies, 
Supremely happy i in celeſtial joys. 


| STREPHON. 

But then, alas, he met the clayey ſhrine, 
Juſt as his manly worth, hegan to ſhine : 
Early he panted for the. muſe's bays, . F 
And promis'd to the meads ſome tuneful lays : 
For ever now their dawning hopes are fled, _ 
Mourn ! mourn ye meads, your darling Damon's 
| __ ts A 4 
No more his reed enchants the liſtening throng, 
No more the woods its pleaſing notes prolong. 


K 
ELMIS SA. 


Grieve not, my Srak HO, for it muſt be lo, 
The young and old to death promiſcuons go. 
Lo, don't we find, in almoſt ey'ry day, 

Ripe age ſurvive, whilſt youth is borne ayay ? 
How often do we doom our lambs to bleed, 
Yet let the ewelings unmoleſted feed? 

I call to mind—when RosaTiLLA dy'd, 

Her tender father not ſo much as cry'd ; 
And ſure ſhe was the fav'rite of the green, 
A more accompliſh*d maid I've never ſeen ! | 
| I told 
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f told him, as we left the niournful bier, 

Tas ſtrange he had not ſhed one parting tear! 
When thus the good mau faid, with graceful air, 
& ELMISs A, tis à Chriſtian part to bear! 

Löls, ſuch as mine, ſhould not deject the ſoul, 
The God who made us pre-ordains the whole.“ 


F110. 


Hg thou! whoſe charmful rongue alone cou'd 
pleaſe, | 

Or to my aking breaſt teſtore its eaſe ! 

With thee contented midſt each rural ſweet, 

Ne'er let me know the fopperies of the great. 

Oh had not Damon left his fertile down, 

To try the. noxious pleaſures of a town, 

Long might his ſtrains have charm'd the feſtive 
bowet, 

And health prelerpd! him from his mortal hour: 

But ſince tis ſo—in yain theſe tears deſcend, 

Adieu !—adicu my much beloved friend ! 

What thod thy xix their formal rites beſtow, 

Some will forget thee, midſt the garbs of wo! 

Bur this full heart, which join'd thy ſoul on carth, 

By ties more ſacred than the ties of birth, 

The deep impreſſion ever ſhall retain, 

| Until we meet in mm fields again. — 


Tome 
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Come now ELm1ssa, come thop ſpatleſs tain, | 

T hy innocence ſhall ſmile away deſpair ; | 
Not long, ere HymeN's bonds ſhall make us qng, - 
And thou ſucgeed the faithful friend that's gane, 


Then hand in hand, they left the loneſome ſhade, 
Peace calm'd the ſain, and tranſport bleſs'd the 
maid, FA | ten e: 
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Written to my friend Joun Px RCIVELL during 
feb. 
HO” rack'd beneath a load of pains, 

L This feeble body ſtill remains; 
Thoꝰ limbs and organs diſagree, 6 
And all within ſeems anarchy +: e 
Tho” plagu'ꝗ by doQor's purging potions, = 
His Apocruſtie pills, and lotions zj 
Yet the warm thoughts gapacious roam, 
Nor will they be confin'd at RIGS? ; 
Amidſt this fierce internal rage, - 
The Soul exu/ts within her cage, 
At ſmalleſt glimpſe of thought on thee, 
Expatiates, and dares be free; 


For 


is THE KEMEMBRANCE 


For whatſoever fate is mine, 

Still, honeſt Jonny, I am thine. 

Then frank beſtow a liſtening car, 

And what the muſe ſhall bring revere, 

The ſtrains her artleſs flights beſtow, 
Shall aß eee flow. 


0 "WI nt ——_ will ye rove? 
To what forgotten ſcenes remove ? 
Will no reflection peace reſtore, | 
But picturꝰd actions long ſince oer? 
Can ſuch, and fuch alone aſſuage, 
As cou'd amuſe an infant age? 
Ay now—my boſom feels ſerene. | 
When loy'd as inter tene. 


How happy w went my ts 3 


Thoſe paſsꝰd at ſchool and youthful plays | | | 


Then none but eaſy cares were found, 


Then health and freedom danc'd their round. 
Sometimes the MANN rules might teaze, 


And knotty taſks the heart diſpleaſe, 
Yet ſoon the rueful ſcene was oer, 
Soon, all as jocund as before. 
Sometimes too, the battle rag'd, 
And little combatants engug d; 


— 
— 4 
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But mark the dong hty cduflict end, | 
Each ſobbing foe the faſter friend! 
Tho? drawn from ſchool to weighted cares, 
Bound for a tedious length of year 
Vet whilſt I cou'd ſound health yd | 
The bondage never ſeem'd a pain! 
When love, with flow advances Wine” 
And beauty fan'd the pleaſing flame, | 
What bliſsful thoughts! what bliſsful care 1 
Whilſt hope purſu d the doubtful r. 0 U 


O how delighted 1 * * 

When thou, with me, haſt trod n green 15 | 

When prompted by Auzora's ſmile, - 

To breathe freſh air we walk'd awhile ! 

What pleaſure *rwas to view the ſkies, 

And ſee the ſpark' ling luſtres riſe! | 

How charm'd our ears, whilſt from ck ber, 

The tuneful birds hail'd in the day 

When Phorzus to the Ve e 1014 

Our mutual pleaſures we'd rener＋..᷑ 

How oft, beneath ſome hill reclin d,. 

Have we unlock'd each others mind? : 

Diſplay'd the ſecrets latent there, 

And freely utter*d all our care? 

If joy, twas heighten'd; and if grief, 

The balm of friendſhip gave relief. {82A 
1 What 


hoe <4 Ie wa” « * 
. r 
— * 


— —2 yet 
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What 2 tranſports have I e . 2 
When o'er the eaſtern hills we” ve Bone: Wc 


101 18 


To ſeek the rural, calm retreat, ub dl 
Which nature ſtrives to 8 bud 
The place where dwelt Hom ew friend,. Y 
His piety uprightly pure, ik b 
From vile hypocriſy . } 4721850 a 
His perfect fasha the ſame he peemien, Id 720 
His life confirming what he teaches! d Ai 
When we, with him, have ſpent a dar, . 
How ſoftly ſtole each hour away? off O 
What kind emotions warm'd my ar he 0 
Too delicate n e wd Þeromong cod W 
75 I * "Py: ©; 7 7 | e 61 
Here ede ue, no more. 
Nor farther in time paſt * Qt d 251 BA 
For little it avails me now, o En d woH 
To think what various joys Aid flow: ang odT 
From friendfhip's/ ſmiles, or muſic's charms; 26 7 
From books, or beauty's ſoft alarm; 
Or when, from crouds and noiſe retir d. 
In fields I after Taurꝝ enquirꝰd. golnn e oval 
For me, far different proſpects riſ / 
Dire ſickneſs ſaddens boaſted joy: 
My chearleſs days yield no delights 
Reſtleſs and painful, are my nights. 


rr KEEN RAVCE, 
Ah lamp of life? Ki kat "hy ry? © © 
Since laſt my health #laff?& away. 


feel no gratdful Wartüth oP cher, 
Alas, *tis even pain to,bo / 8. 


4 


228 1:94 . 
What ſadneſs over Lok. appears ? ,? N 


1 2 U 


Each ſcene a gloomy prefence wears; 


No charm the rural Jandſkip yields 


From verdant lawns, « or fruitful fields: 5 5 3 


I hear not now the waodlark's firain,, © 
Nor heed the beauties of the. plain: oh 
The dittant rills that murmuring flow, > 
Scem but to ſympathize, in woe. 527 | 
How vain the flights of muſic prove? E 
Muſic—which once could mountains more! 
This feeble body, wanting eaſe, | 
E'en OxrHEAUs' ſelf would fail to pleaſe; ; 
His ſweeteſt melody would ſeem | 
Doleful, or languid as a dream. 


Weak, mortal men! how hard our fate ? 
Around what painful changes wait ? 
Which ev'ry heart - felt bliſs deſtroy, 

And every ſmiling hope annoy. | 


But huſh—dare duſt and aſhes frown ? 
When Jovz decres, his will be done! 


1 
dv 


or 


. 
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What tho? his arrows inſtant fly, 5 
Tho? thouſands heap'd on thouſands dye, 


Shall man preſume to queſtion why? 
Eternal juſtice all ordains, 


Eternal juſtice ſtill remains ! 3% 
Then reſt—as certain of his care, 
And ſeeming ills reſign'dly bear. 


O Grzar Suexene! inſpire my ſoul 
Each ſordid paſſion to controul ; 
In mortal life preſerve her free, 
Direct her main purſuit in thee: 
Make me content in ev'ry ſtate, 
Nor e' er dejected or elate ! 
With humble gratitude receive 
Thoſe bleſſings thou vouchſaf ſt to give: 
And in the faint, afflicted hour, | 
O grant me patience to endure. . 


On thee, my friend, may peaceful virtue ſhine, 


And may thy health ne'er be impair'd like mine. 
1548 
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The RECOVERY: 
be ove: to my dear boſom friend, Mr 


Joun SPENCER. 


HARM'D with the thoughts of your lle 
„i 

A muſe ſalutes you from theſe ſylyan 8 : 
A muſe, untaught in academic art, 
Unſnkill'd in numbers which may touch the heart; 
Unknown to her where dwell the tuneful nine, 
The fam'd PaRNAssus, or the ſtream divine! 
Of theſe, ſhe wondering hears, content at home, 

Nor once attempts o'er pathleſs ſeas to roam: 
Conſcious of weakneſs, the juſt ſkims along 
The ſafer . and lowly tunes her ſong. 


Far from the crouded towns, where 33 
With ſad, unpleaſing melancholy reign, | 
And loſt to all the buſy and the gay, 

At this lone place in ſearch of HEALTH I ſtay. 
How late I languiſh'd midſt affliting pain, 
Whilſt all chirurgic efforts prov'd in vain ! 

But now, at HRLNMREDON, rejoic'd I find 

My ſtrength returning, with ſweet peace of mind. 


When 
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When the bright Sun aſcends his caſtern way, 
And o'er the plains diffuſes grateful day ; - 
Rous'd by the houſnold matron's watchful care, 
leave my couch, and to-my BATH repair: 
Arriv'd, on idle fear no thoughts are loſt, 

But quick undrefs'd, aſide my clvaths are oll; 
With ſhivering limbs I ſoon the ſtream divide, 
The $almy ſtream, by min'real ſprings fupply'a,” : 
From this, what GaLren's art cou'd not 9 x7 
1 hop'd to find—nor are my 0 in rnd 


42 - 


Sce me now has midſt the tiling 1 flood, 
The nerves all tingling with the preſſing blood: 0 
The vital ſyſtem, changes undergo, 8 
Brace amidſt fluid, and in coldneſs glow!” 

Not long my ſtay—re-cloath'd I nimbly Bed: 
Reach my lone home, and wrap myſelf in bed. 
Soon o'er my frame a warmth enliv*ting glows, 
Through ey'ry pore a preſpiration flows: 
The mortal ſenſes from their action ceaſe, | 


How buſy n wild imagination ſeems, 
When rambling in the trackleſs maze of dreist 3 
What various turns her changeful flights ſupply, 
' What boundleſs proſpects meet the wandering eye, 
he 


And Monrhrous comes to thed refreſhing peace. 


"IS 
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The muſe might ſing but now let this ſuſſice, 
Once more * Abele to nl vn 1 £1; 
Of eee = 3 3 ae, 
For recreation 's ſake I Walk a while ; i Ae 
And as I walk, reflect on NATURE'S. deedsy'.; +" 
Whoſe Jlowlieſt a& all human art exceeds z,/ 
Like oue juſt landed on the Llyſian ſhore, | 
1 feel new raptuxes quite unknown before. 
Sweet CONTEMEPLATION, ev'xy thought refines; ; 
And ev'ry grqup s dravn in clearer lines. q Woll 
Lo whereſqe'er L turn the mental exe, LimA- 
She meets that Gop who . d the WORLDS on 


- thigh Jui>252q e ca nt on "On? 24 
Traces his wiſdom in the ripening mend,” 4 
Surveys lum in each vogetative ſeed· 2 
I find him in my own myſterious frame, NN 
He ſhines; all- glorious in the vital flame! 4 


Pleas'd with Fg iy ger es” 
How bleſt i in e eee he e loves! ! | 
N 1 100 

In this fair aon ofthe dikes 1 Em 111 
Round theſe ſweet walks What charmful A 
appear. „ 

Tho' hardly notic'd in the rolls of Fink, | | 
A imer $ fancy Hrxt arb right claim. 


— — 
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They baſk in ſunſhine, and partake the gale. 
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Here golden fruits, that load the fertile ſoil 


With full increaſe, reward the paARMER's toil: 
Here cluſter'd hedges glow with various hues, 


The flowret-banks ambrdſial ſweers/diffuſe : - 
Their lively green the waving ſhrubs — 
The taller woods are ſhown ſupremely gay. 
Hark, how the linnets warble o'er the plain, 
Whilſt tuneful larks their airy flights ſuſtain.” 
In ev'ry grove the thruſhes chant the lay, 
And fhrilling blackbirds hail each ſmiling . 
How pleaſing this, to what a town beſtows | 
Amidſt its n n its — 


What tho' no Tran ES the 0 doirtlers 
lave,, Sth / Ho 11 

The WEAR, cloſe , el its gentle ware; 
Whoſe flowry margin oft invites my ſtay, 


Whilſt meditation ſheds her heavenly ray; 


With ſo much nature, ſo much peace in view, 

I court the muſes, or I chink of you. 1 2 

Or if perchance the thoughts collect in plan, 

I fit me down, and moralize on MAN. 
"Whilſt undiſturb'd dos river keeps it e 3 

What ſhoals of MIxIxIs on the ſurface plaꝛ! 

Pois'd on their gloſſy fins, no fears prevail, 


But 
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2 if, anon, ſome ſhelving cliffs divide, 

And haſty falling, with a rb ſubſide 2 | gi 

Deje&edithen-they By the noily More, 

Slip from. he day, and dark xetreats explore : 1 
The clouded ſtream pours forth a harſher tone, 


Overſwells i is de and hardly f W 


. 
£ 
», DI. 


So when in kfe, no ails intertene; 
Nor baleful ſickneſs glooms the ! } 
The happy thinling- man no tempeit knows, 
His time, tho?ifleeting,-yet:{erenclyflows! | | 
Hopzs ever dawning, all his bręaſt emiploy, 
And each calm moment brings increaſe 19% 7 
But if misfortunes fro wn, or health decay, 
Thoſe hours which wont 20 fly, chen ſeem to a. 
No more he blichſome walks the fanny Sade, 
But penſive wanders in the dernſome ſhade. 4 
In vain to tranſports paſt ihe calls for eaſ e, 
Life „ — wan cena ale 

Such (ciated: WA Wet Ia 2629 
Nor cares the muſe to tempt a wider field: 
Serene the moments paſs untold away, 
Till leſs' ning ſhadows point the noon of day 
Nor needs attention to the diſtant chime, 


Fach biktifoute 8 dels bar * time. 
Tried Ar "Behold 


— 
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Behold ine ſocial at the farmer's treat, 
Nor aſk what viands ?—we have wholeſome meat; 
And ſince conTENT adorns the humble board. 
I fare & ſunptucus am the pamiper'dlord. gile 


2 11 


PART "the SECOND. 


F all the precious goods by man poſſeſt, 
Tell me, my SyENCER; is not health the beſt ? 
Can Indian mines with this one gem compare? 
Is life without it worth-a ſerious care? $ 
Alas, how faintly gleams the tranſient flame, 
When even friendſhip yields her balm in yain ? 
Whether the ſoul inglorious acts on/earth, 
Or greatly ſoars, as conſcious of her worth; 
Whether the morta/s ruling paſſion tends. | - / 
To mean ambition, or to virtuous end 
Whate'er the point which moſt our zeal employs, 
Health will remain the Kurs of all our joys; 
The /a that ſeaſons ev'ry ſenſe we ys 
For when ſhe e reliſh den. 
r er ads 2x65 x07 
This ach winderite of the Moths ef Gage 
And lergood-aature all her faults atone e JT 


Not fe from where he cryſtal waters pour, | 


From whoſe ſalubrious ſpring I ſeek my cure; 
There 
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There is a ſilent, ſolitary ſhade, - _ 
Untouch'd with art, by branching hawthorns made, 
To which, when dinner's o'er, I oft repair, 

As well to ſtudy, as to breathe the air: HEY 

4 ring moſſy-bank ſupplies a ſeat, Ong 


„ > v7 
. 7 dy : . . 
_ — 


Vet, yet © Je nature to > explore, 
Here in ſage Newron' 8 elements I pore: : 
His rules each rare phænomenon explain, 
And more conyince me nothing's made in vain + 
Now blazing comets with leſs dread appear, 3 
No longer ominous, but regular! 8 
Even frightful light'nings prove the va/? deſign, | 
The gracious wiſdom of a hand dirine! > 


Led by my Se reach the milky way, 
And round that galaxy of ſtars ſuryey; * 
Man's various ſyſtems « of the world I trace * | . 
Own the Copernic, and i its truths embrace; F 
I learn thoſe laws by which the planers ſtray, 3 
I mark their circles round the orb-of-day : | 
: Gay light, and all irs properties diſcloſe, 
Explain from what primceval ſource it flows: 
The beamy colours, and the ſplendent bow, 


| To radient PHozBus all their beauties owe. 
93. HRP < #* << 4% . TSF | 
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Soul of the world nuch wonders wrotght by ries, 


How great muſt thine ALwicaTy AUTHOR bet 


How great, how good, who can ſuch powers diſperſe! 
How loſt the mind in vaſt omnipotence! 


O cou'd 1 Mn ron“ towering flights explore, 
Like deathleſs Pops, or like thy genius ſoar, 
I wou'd to NaTURE's Gop attune my lays, : 
And fill the world with his eternal praiſe. | ö 


Thus me few Bae to Kisch reading paid, a 
I cloſe my books, and leave the ſiſent ſhade; ET 
Then o'er the ſpacious lawn alternate rove, = . 
Or climb the hill, or wander throꝰ the grave; _ 
Or *mongſt the harmleſs flocks refleRing Ray, 
Pleas'd hilt the lambkins ungen play. 


Stil, Nature's works engage the raptur'd foul, 


She finds Eternal goodneſs thro? the whole; z 


Each minute inſect, now ſhe deems a 975 tht 4 
For O what wiſdom in ſuch compaſs lies! 
The grow ling reptiles, which I ſcorn'd befare, 
Learn me at once to order and adore. = 
No longer let me leaſure time employ 4 | 
In wrong purſuit of vain terreſtrial joy ; 
But all the mind to better views devote, 
In muſeful raptures and celeſtial thought. 

| | | Oft 
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Oft neat to ſome aranzous bramble?s fide, 
I place me down, to view the natives uy 
Diverted by their artful crafty wiles, 
When heedlefs flies approach their deny toils 4; 
Or on' the top of ſome. ant-hill reclin d, | 
Obſerve the motions of the induſtrious lind 
What mighty numbers inſtantaneous riſe, 
In all the jumble of a dread ſurpriſe! © 
Part fir'd with rage—part terrify'd with fear, 
Like ſome arm'd city when the foe draws near 
Vet anxious for their tender progeny, - © | 
More guard their eggs than aim their ſtings at me, 
What kvely emblems of parental care! 
What noble inſtin& theſe ſmall creatures ſhare | _ 
See, all creation certain laws purſue, 
Whilſt Max for ever ſighs for ſomething new, 


On here I reſt, till gathering fogs ariſe, Fi | 

Or Sol. deſcending ſeeks remorer ſkies; m: 
When fleeting ſhadows giant-forms aſſume,” * * 
And with reluctant ſteps J reach my home. 

At home (this ee d paar pleaſure 

flows 
From grateful ſenſe of what my Gop beſtows 
Health, roſy Health, and ſmiling peace ſent down, 
The wiſh'd W ers bongly crown, 
| Sg 


80 happy while this * content remains, 
My mind each hour ſome new improvement gaing, 
No jarring thoughts her cloudleſs peace invade, 
No ſervile views—no ſelfiſh ſchemes of trade! 

I dream not now what thouſands might be won, 
Nor heed'the fortune of rich Mownop's ſon ! 

The want of gay ſociety repine, 

Or . to tread ah ** known banks of Tyne. 


You, wy el friend! may al * nine . 
Enrich your genius with their ſacred fire! 


May HEALTH attend you to your lateſt day, 
And me your SOUL ſerenely wing her way. 
| 45.1 


A*PRAYLER; + // | 
Y Gov !—whilſt here on earth I live, 
- VirTuE that chief of bleſſings give: 
Next grant me wis pou's heavenly ray; f 
To light me to Eternal day. . 055 
Still let my ſtudy be thy law, 
Which make me keep with reverent awe, 
O ever gracious | ever kind | 
Vouchafe me health and peace of mind, 
Of worldly wealth, O deign to grant 
Such plenty, that I ne'er may want, 


THE MAN Cr SHILDON. 3i 


1 L : 1 


' Taſk not riches in exceſs, | . 
No ſplendid equipage, or dreſs ; r 

Nor hoarded heaps—be this my fore ny 
A . l Teen 10 more. am pan 


Inſcribed to Jon Wil rox, Gent. one of the bel. 


" called Quakers, | $ 1 
E T learned bards illude che vidnrand,'o 
With high encomiums on each lordly peer 7 
Or - mole active in a venal praiſe, 
To none but rich men tune their partial lays, 
My humble muſe, confin*d on ſylvan plains, 
| S ſing, friend Wal ron, i in her artleſs ſtrains, | 
Bear witadſe all? "whatever ſlate ye ſhare,” A 
Who oft in throngs to ſocial Jonx's repair: FE.” 
From pride, from meanneſs, is the man not free? 2 
In him no trifling complaiſance you ſee! 1 go 
And yet, his ea/y, unreſery'd addreſs, fy „ 
Does knowledge of the courteous world expreſs, 
Flatter he wo'nt nor wou'd offence impart, 
But frankly ſpeaks the language of his heart. 
To ranks, or fate, by changeful fortune made, 
From him no falſe, or mock regard is paid: 


ji THE MAN Of SHILDON. 

Tis inward worth alone he cares to find, 
No matter whoſe—he laxes an upright mind! 5 
His choice direged by this certain pla, 
ce Good manners anly can. complete the man.“ oo N 
80 when the wealthy trains attend his door, 

He neꝰ er forgets to welcome in the poor. 


With the ſame hand that juſt Careſt a lord, 


He leads the needy to his friendly board. 


For perfed friends hoh bf we ſeek in vain, 


Throꝰ Ainer of thofe we call our neareſt kinn 


Whilſt Jon's kind 1 all _— 
Alike to noblemen! 1 ſwains. 


He fliows no parts 2 [cholar? 8 PEN to clan, 
But ſhares in honeſty a nobler flame. 
What if objections on his tenets fall? 
His daily charities ſhall hide them all 3 
His hoſpitality Feximplar ines, NES, f 7] 
And calls for imitation—from diviner. 
Hail, honeſt man! was ev'ry ſoul ſo e, 
Did all, like thee, celeſtial truth ſecure, 
Riſing unfetter'd from each ſelfiſh view, 12 RET 
How ſoon. would friendihip all her charms rene. 


Here take my ws ahiteter days ſhall ſhine, 


May perfect . and bolom-peace be thine! 
' /O may't 


THE SISTERS, 33. 
6 may'ſt thou never from thy maxims part., 
But ſtill maintain thy probity of heart. 
Sure when kind fate ſhall cloſe thy mortal eyes; * 
And call thee from this earth to happier Wes, 
Recorded thus, thy memory ſhall laſt 


Theo diſtant times, hen hi, Lab oa, 15 
| 74 5 


The a; TER K | 
An Adds 7 to two Toung:fiter Ladje es , Dou 


LADIES! 
T HO charms which g grace the vi Urgin mern, 
Your fairer, brighter meins adorn; 

And tho ye claim as melting lays, 

As flow'd in SachARILSBA“s praiſe, 

Vet ſince; alas, ere life's laſt day, 

Thoſe features mult of courſe decay 1 eee TE 

Thoſe lips, thofe cheeks, endure the made, N ? 

And'ey'n thoſe ſparkling che. ball. fade; ED: 

Forgive, iny fair, the ſerious muſe, En. 

yew a grayer theme ESO: * = 2 5 

While yet the bloom of — you re, : 

Let virtue be your chiefeſt care: Au 

Her ſmiles the heartfelt bliſs beſlows - 15 | 

She yields a paradiſe below. | | 1 
9 1 


* 

* 
34 THE SISTERS. 
If once from her ſage rules you part, 
Farewell ſincerity of heart! 
Farewell to reaſon's friendly beams, 
Loſt in a fairy maze of dreams. 
Then nought but trifles will engage, 
| Each gewgaw folly of the age ! 
Gay fops, with idle whims betray, 
To lead you from yourſelves away. 


Deſpiſe chat foible of the fair, 
A prudiſh, ſtarch'd, affected air. 
To DERLIA's lot what graces fall, 
Yet lo, this vice eclipſes all! 
And ſhe who might the 204 move, 
Can hardly fix a Boobs s love. | 


Shun them that with approbrious fame, | | 
Delight to. wound a neighbour's name ; 
Who, big with envy's hell-borne crew, 


Deny to merit's ſelf its due.” 


Ne'er let their aſpic tongues perfuade, 


Exalt whate er their lies degrade ; 
Or wrap in kind oblivion's ſhade. 


Alike from pride and meanneſs free, 


In all eſtates confiltegt be. 


bl — 
— 
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THE SISTERS. 


Vaunt not that nature's kindly care, 
Hath made ye ſo completely fair: 
Remember —beauties are but clay, 

The tinged inſects ſhine as gay, 

Nor till their ſeaſon droop away. 
And O when love,—when love alarms, 
When numbers court ye to their arms, 
With caution hear each ſoft addreſs, 
Nor think that every man can bleſs ! 

Of all thoſe crowds who wedlock prove, 
How feto have known what 'tis to love! 
If fortune be the point in view, | 
The lover is too ſeldom true 

If beauty raiſe the warm deſire, 

Too ſoon the tranſient flames expire. 
The youth prefer, whoſe notions riſe 
Beyond a ſordid paſſion's prize "T9" 
Who loves you from a virtuous aim, 
His ſoul in all events the ſame, | 
Rejoice to be by /uch poſſeſt, 

For only ſuch can make ye bleſt. 

If once the vow from choice be given, 
Revere it as the law of heaven; 

Sacred for ever in the mind, 

Let conſtancy that promiſe bind. 

Sure they who plighted vows prophane, 
Shall ſigh for happineſs in vain ; 


Coane 


36 TRUE BEAUTY. 


; Conſcious too late, their hearts ſhall know  - 
From truth alone the raprures flow ! 


O may the pleaſing fare be mine, 
To ſee ye all accompliſh'd thine; 
Each mind excel each charming face, 
Poſſeſs'd of ev*ry purer grace! 
So ſhall ye prove your ſex's boaft, 
Ador'd by them who know ye moſt! 
Each happy midſt the vital bloom, 12 0 
Each happy in a peaceful tomb ch 
Then, when the tranſcient ſcene is o'er, 
And ye can charm the world no more, 
Oft by your grayes the good ſhall come, 
Reflecting on their native home ; 
And ſighing, this % praife beſtow, , 
77 Here —lies a CHUDLEIGH-»—there—a Rows 4 
. POE 


TRUE BEAUTY. 


HINK not, my friend, that beauty lies 
| In blooming cheeks, or ſparkling eyes; 
, Or that the heavenly charmer reſts 

| On ruby lips, or ſnow-white breaſts ; 

Nor fancy that ſhe's realy ſeen 

in comely ſhape, or ſprightly mein : 


ROMAN FATHER. | 37 


Can that be beauty which decays, - 
And anmenne life's may yy 


Woul#ft thou immortal benny find, 
Go ſeek her in the virtuous mind! = 
Behold—in calm EIL 's foul, 
The goddeſs reigns without controul! 
. *Tis there her genuine charms thou' lt prove, 

'Tis there ſhe calls for all thy love. | 

Tho? youth and bloom each year decline, 
The lovely maid grows more divine / 
And may the gods, if &'er thou wed, 
With ſuch true bcauty bleſs thy bed. 
EM 1749, 


ROMAN FATHER. 


Author that Tragedy, on 

| 5 the of -_ 9 Niche my een it acta 

S when brave PuBL1us, on the brink of fare, 

Preſerv'd his country's freedom, and her ſtate, 

The youths and virgins wreaths of flowrers bring, 
And round the hero grateful pzans fing, 
So now, each lover of the tragic ſcene, 
Should offer laurels of unfadins green, 
To you, who in tbis dull, dechning age, 
Revive the glory of the Britiſh tage. 
| Before 
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Before your ſtrokes each modern quits the field, | 
Ancients themſelves the nobleſt palms might yield. 
Like SHAKESPEARE's ſelf youdraw the tender part, 


Shew NATURE perfect in the human heart; 
Such as it was when Romans dar'd be brave, 
Such as it was when BriToxs ſcorn'd a ſlave. 


What thinking man beholds the godlike fire, 
Whoſe boſom glows not with congenial fire 
What fair one can refrain from ſtreaming eyes, 
When warm in youth the loſt HoxA TIA dies? 
In each pathetic ſcene, who can refuſe 


To hail with loud applauſe your virtuaus muſe! 
March 1749. 


— 


The APOLOGY. 


Y thanks, ApuLno! for your fage advice, 
I own we ſhou'd be /eaſonably wile ; 
But can't agree, the muſe is nuch to blame, 
Becauſe ſhe ſometimes dares indulge her flame: 
For tho', by want to fretful cares confin'd, 
"Tis ſare no crime to caſe the anxious mind. 
Will it ſuffice ? tho? I with prudent care, 
Againſt the needs of future days prepare; 
f | With 


4a _ _ + ai a_ Y 
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With diligence purſue commercial art, 
And act an honeſt and induſtrious part: 

If weakly ſubject to the world's falſe rules, 
Pm always grov' ling with its pa//ive fools ; 
Or in my leiſure moments idly ſtray, 12 
As vanity or vice direct the way ;; | 
Ah no—whate'er your modes of faith may be, 0 
Such faith is far from orthodox with me. 


1 Ta.. 


True moral knowledge, which that world denies, 
'Tis mine to ſeek among the good and wiſe. 
Oft muſt the ſoul within herſelf retire, 
And after virtue's ſacred truths enquire; 

A while forſake each ſect, each private road, 
« To look thro nature up to nature's. god.” 
Such is my infant faith, and ſuch ſhall guide 


My ſteps thro? life, in ſpite of reaſoning pride. 


So when invited by the mental power, 
I ſteal from trade, and ſeek a filent hour; 
Should then the tuneful nine my breaſt inſpire, 
With ſacred warmth of their immortal fire; 8 
Impartial ſay— will al my muſe deſpiſe 3 
If from this mortal ſcene ſne boldly rife, 
And ſtruggle (tho' in vain) to reach the ſkies ? 2 
The ſoaring /arks enchant the liſtening ſwains, 
Let ſome approve the linnet's bumbler ſtrains ! 

1750. 


* 
4 { 4 » # 
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* OU'D wo who hath made us, lane. 
decree 

A paſtoral life, and its cõmforts W 4 

That bidding dull trade and its objects adieu, 

The mind might be free, better themes to Lane, 

Of all this vaſt globe, ſo extending below, 

My choice of abode ſhon'd be Hetmedon Row: 


There nature profuſe, unadorned by att; 
With beauties fo various engages the heart; yi 1 
All over the vallies, the hills and the plains; 
A ſweetneſs ambroſial, ſo charmiugly reigts: 1 
Salubrious the ſprings which ſponraneotiſly 197. 
And ſhed forth their palm around Helmedun Row: 


msi zan tai wm ei day? 
Howpgatefily chuck FR ſoft moments wou'droll; 
No vanities lurking to tempt the calm ſoul; | 
But joys, muck ſerener, invite her to ſtay, . 
And wean her from crowds and their faſhions away! 
Each bleſſing which mortals ſcem needful to know; 
She'll find the completeſt at Helmedon Rob. 5 


© ye! my _ friends; b ctdtvefomrjpigtthate] 
In truth, my aſſociates, and partners in care; 
And thou! my fair nl, . "= V'bare 
lov'd, < 

By all, who beſt know thee, adwir'd and pond 
Tho? 


With me wou'd ye all condeſcendingly dwell ; : 


To praiſe the GREAT Gop! all ſo glorious and . 


For wiſdom and modeſty, * 2 implore, 1 — 
Till life's cloſing ſcene entertains us no more: I 


THE $ER100S LOVER., . at 


Tho? now ye ſuch raptures intrinkc beſtow, 
Much more I'd revere ye at Helmedon Row. 


There, bleſt with content, in ſome ſtraw-roofed 
"eh, | 


How frequent our viſits among the green ſhades, 
To court into kindneſs ApoLLo's ſweet maids ; 
And whilſt emanations auſpiciouſſy glow, | 
We'd ſing in full concert of Helmedon Row. 


- 


In each fleeting 77 * moments we'd "i 


kind! - 


Then far from the world's empty tumult and ſhow, 
Depart, rich inpeace, from this Helmedon Row. 
Ss 1760. 


77 „ ** — 


The | 'SERIOUS LOVER Re 


＋4 I roſe, and walk'd the dewy lawn; ; : 
There, by a brook, whoſe cryſtal ſtream + 


Shone with Auzoza's kindling beam; 


G =. 1 pd 


| | 1 My ſoul can turn inde: no love; 


42 THE SERIOUS LOVER. 


I ſpy'd a youth ſtep to and fro, | 
While thus he ſung of SALLY Lows. | 


0 Brook! what charmfül ſcenes appear! | 
Whar ſylvan majeſty is here! 
How bliſsful looks each finiling place! 
What blooming ſweets thy borders grace ! / 
But, ah, in vain their beauties glow, 
All, all muſt pr to SALLY ONE 


Oft on ry ow ry brink reclin d. 
So happy, happy in my peace of mind, 4 
Pve meditating ſpent the day, ws 
And pleas'd, beheld thee glide nay - 1 „ 
Unheeded now thy murmurs flow, 7 
The muſe is fled with SaLLY Lowa. 


Ye rural ſhades, what heart-felt joy 


Did every riſing thought employ, - 
When . midſt your grots and ſhady bowers, 
I early ſought the tuneful powers! 


But 70 no tranſports ye beſtow, 
None, none can prompr like SALLY Lows,” ; 


All penſive in the vocal grove, 4 AE 
There 


HAPPY BIRD, IM 
There, as the warblers chant their lays, J 
I liſt to hear my SaLLY's praiſe 

And if the gentle zephirs blow, 

Methinks they whiſper SALLY Lowr. 


Since then in vain I ſtrive to A. 
This pleaſing paſſion from my 4 
When preſent ; I am {till the ſame, 
And abſence but augments my flame; 
Thou, God of love, where'er I go, 


Delight my days with SALLY aer. — N 
| 1755. 


HAPPY BIRD. 


Px WOODLARK, perch'd on yonder Gras 
Sweetly chants its pleaſing lay; 

Matchleſs warbles moye its throat, 
Peace and rapture ſwell each note: 
No diſturbance it doth know, 
Happy all its moments flow: 
Happy in its rural ſtate, 

Happy with its faithful mate. 
Shaded by the friendly tree, 

| Happier creature can there be? 


Happy all irs l breaſt, 
Since its young have left their neſt; | 
25 Since 


4 K 
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Since they now ſecurely rove, 

Learn to ſing, and learn to love: / 
And tho* Autumn leaves the plains, | 
Happy ſtill the bird remains 
When the fading leaves ſhall die, 
To ſome covert it will fly; 

There, content with folded wing, 
Happy be till dawning ſpring. 


So the mind that virtue loves, 
Where no conſcious guilt reproves, 
Perfect in her ſure/t guide, 
Happy is whate'er betide! 
Happy, when the proud aſſail, 
Happy, e'en tho? foes prevail] | 
When with ſolemn, dread repoſe, Yoo 
Death the mortal ſcene ſhall cloſe; 2 
| Then, O then, ſhe'll happy be, | | * 


Happy thro” eternity. e | 
= N : 1752. 


DEATH of ERISSUS. 


On the Death of. 8 a favourite Canary, 


FT, in a narrow cage confin dd. 
Elssus chear'd his Kermit mind; 


He 


"DEATH or ERISSUS. | 4 


He warbled forth from day to day, 

And even charmed the night E 
He more on STELLA's heart cou'd gain 
Than ſpeeches from the livelieſt fwain. 
But when he ſaw the rovers fly, 

And range at large the ſpacious ſky, 

Kind nature turn'd his thought on theſe 7 


And ſhew'd him liberty and trees. 


Then —howW] he'd flutter to and fro, | 
Forget his cage, and ride to go; „ 
Like them to mount on airy wing, | 

Like them in happier concert ſing; 

He ſeem'd to gh for ſuch a ſtate, 

He ſeem'd to 0h ſome woodland mate, 

With whom his dancing hours might e. 

In one continued round of love. 

This morning, as he ſtrove to be, * 

Death came, and ſet the warbler "free, ; 


$85.) * 2 
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Grieve not, thou lovely, tender fair! 
He wanted neither food nor care any "ts | 
Thy lilly hand the fount fupply'd, | "4 
And all his cravings ſatisfy*d. ; 
He knew from whence thoſe comforts ſprang, | | 
And many a grateful ode he ſunn : 2 


46 THE PAVOURITE DOG. 


But form'd by nature's bounty free, 
He 4y'd to gain ſweet liberty! 
And thus ſhou'd worthieſt Britons prize 


That gem, from which their bleſſings riſe. 
{ / | 17 50. | 


The FAVOURITE DOG, | 
The favburite Dog, named BuLLy. 


NOME, little Bur Lx, let us range 

L Thoſe flowery meads, round yonder, grange; 
There ſport—and innocently, gay, 9 
Eloſe the laſt ſcene of this xetiring day. 


When out with thee, how calm my breaſt, _ 
All worldly cares are ſunk to reſt; | 
No yanities the ſoul ſurprize, : | 
Sweet contemplation yields her heavenly 151 0 «> 


To me thy gambols more engage, 
Than all the paſtimes of the age; 
When ſwiftly thou purſu'ſt the chace, 
Or giv'ſt thy foot, or turn'ſt thy ſportive maze, 


What outward beauties thou can'ſt ſhaw | 
Dreſt in thy collar, thou'rt a beau ! 


- Y 


Yes, 


THE FAVOURITE DOG, aj 
Yes, BuLLy, thou may'ſt ſhew the fair 
Thy jetty locks, bright eyes, and jaunty air. 


In thee ſuch tenderneſs I find, 

As ſpeaks thee of a Spartan kind; 

Whene'er the mor/# T impaxt, © 

Thy looks . tell any g beat. % 
wer t nor envy haunt with "RO 

A faithlefs friend thou canſt not be; 

Secure from faſhion's wandering flame, | 

Thoy 1 as s nature ard ver 2es neu 


To pets at bliſs 5 erring bird's 
Confounds chat reaſon goodneſs gave; | 
Nor thinks, will auddering oer the frighthul grave, 


But lo! the /n forſakes our ies, © 
Soft evenings milder luſtres riſe; o 
And now yon woodlark tunes its lay, 


Come, little Bytx r, k let us halte away, 
ieh baßhe 


LA DN 
NEWCASTLE INFIRMARY, 


On laying the Foundation of the ner, 
a Nerocaſtle. 

You! who more. than beauty? + charms © can 
ast, 115 

Still beſt belov'd by thoſe aſs bew you moſt ! 

Your ſpotleſs breaſt, nor vice nor folly ſhare, 

Intrinſic goodneſs reigns {ole monarch there!” 

While rural ſweets invite your longer ſtay, 

My- muſe ſalutes you with her artleſs lay 

Believes fair STELLA will theſe ſtrains approve, 

The theme—what. ev * ſoul like ears muſt 22 


I've heard you oh of pul towns. NT. 
« .That nought prevail'd but vanity. and gain; "Wh 
« That Virtue long had bid the crowd farewel, 
And fix'd her dwelling in the Hermit's cell.“ 
But now, my fair, your tranſient fears diſown, + 
The awful goddeſs re-aſſumes her throne; _ 
O'er ſocial life, again exerts her ſway, 88 fe 
And deigns to mile on this auſpicious 40% 


Here numbers, leaving ev'ry meaner claim, 
By cxarity ſecure a deathleſs name; * 


0 


NEWCASTLE INFIRMARY. 49 


No helpleſs ſtrangers now rejected lye, 
Nor prie/t, nor Levite paſs unfeeling by. | 
The forlorn wretch, whom painful anguiſh grieres, 
At ev'ry door the needful aid receives! 

Each gen'rous breaſt with ſoft compaſſion glows, 


Each lib'ral hand a friendly gift beſtows; 


No ſect deny d—no partial end deſign'd, 
But all a ſalutary welcome find. 


And lo! ere long, benevolence ſhall raiſe 
An houſe of bealth! the joy of future days! 
Rejoic'd we've ſeen the firſt foundation plac'd, 
Which humble deed a blameteſs prelate grac' d. 
To BurLER's worth, what ſongs of 8 belongs, 


| Whoſe active life is moral as his tongue 
O wou'd each ruler of the church and ſtate, 


Strive ſo to live, and be as truely great ! 
See to what bliſs ſuch god-like actions lead, 
The ſweet effects thro? diſtant ages ſpread. - ' 


May STELLA long a bright example ſhine ; 
We muſt adore where truth and beauty join ! 
To ſuch, the muſes will rejoice to bring 
All welcome tidings which from virtue ſpring. 


4. NEWCASTLE INFIRMARY. 


A PROLOGUE 
To a Play acted for the benefit of the Infirmary. 


The curtains draws up, and ſhews the Speaker in a 
thoughtful poſture, who, after ſome pauſe, ſpeaks 
aſides = OED | 

With what rapture I thoſe circles view, 

How great's my taſk, where ſo much pray 
is due! ; 

Now Truth aſſiſt me,— tis to thee 3 

I truſt the cauſe, to make their merits known. 

Who thus, without a partial end-deſign'd, 

Become the ſocial friends of haman kind ! 

Superior to the ſting of envious fame, | 

They build on charity, a deathleſs nam. 


- [Advancing to the audiance. ] 


Hail worthy guardians, by whoſe bounteous toil 

Miſery finds reſt, and anguiſh learns to ſmile ! 

I come from hoſe, who once oppreſs'd with grief 

Are now the objects of your kind relief. 

To you, and all who ſhare the gerrous part, 

Each yields the tribute of a, grateful heart. 
Numbers, that late your needful aid implor'd, 

Are now again to long-loſt health reſtor d. 


If 
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If there be ſame your goodneſs cannot fave, 

At leaſt ye ſmooth their paſſage to the grave: 
Bleſt with your eare—they raiſe no plaintive bab, 
But bear with patience, and ſerenely die, ow 
Such good effects from pious acts proceed, 

This is, O friends, benevolence indeed * 


Ye, who in learning's lofty page excel, 
Remember - wiſdom lies in doing well : 
In vain the moſt pathetic tongue may move, 
Since deeds alone can gain the wreaths above, 


| Ye who can boaſt the world's refulgent ſtore, | 
Ne'er let the groans of want in vain implore! 
With ſympathizing breaſt, ah heal their woe, 
And nobly frive who ſhall the firſt beſtow. 


Pity with you, ye fair! {till may ye find! 
How ſweet the graces of a tender mind ! 
Such then be our for all thoſe virtues born, 
Which charm mankind, and as they charm reform, 
Who but muſt then your pleafing ſteps purſue, - 
Who can be happy if unbleſt by you? 


Hail benefactors, hail! in every ſtate, 
To do as ye have done, is truely great; | 
Whilſt life's faſt fleeting hours their circuits run, 
Deign to ſupport what you've /o wel. begun. 
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52 
On SUPERFLUOUS WEALTH. 


| Þ, Ha. for once my counſel take, 

From all thy golden dreams awake ; 15 

Endow'd with guite-ezough, and more, 

Why doſt thou ſtill for Wealth implore ? 
Superfluous wealth—that curſe below, 

Sure none but fools ſhould ſigh to know: 

Such, whom bright truth cou'd ne*er controul, 


LN in their poverty of foul. 


This traſh, for which thy baſom akes, 
What ſtrange, unnatural brutes it makes! 
Its glad poſſeſſors round ſurvey, 

And what more wretched things than [veg ? 
Lo, one avows he is your friend, | 
But faith he never car'd to lend! 

Before he'd from this maxim ſwarve, 

He'd fee his near relations ſtarve. 
Another, ſtill ro caſb more true, 
Denies his very babes their due, 

A third, amidſt his riſing pelf, 

With cautious prudence ſtarves himſelf, 
Behold monopolizing knaves, 

Whom luſt of mammon ſo enflaves ; 
Their deeds, no equity controuls, 

Jo gain the plumb they ſtake their ſouls ! 


Than 
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Than not ſucceed they'll #oop to-draw © + 

By rapine, or the quirks of law, | 

Whilſt numbers, full as mad as they, 

For ſhadows throw their ſums away; 

Yet what their niggard heart denjes, 1 0 
Their itch for vanities ſupplie 1 

Juſt as the frenzy moves their head, 

Their flaves receive a ſtone, or bread.. 


Thus thouſands, who have mines to ſpare; _ 
And well might bid the needy ſhare ; 
To true benevolence are blind, 10 
Few, like Sir WALTER, bleſs mankind, | © | 


Suppoſe thy coffers heap?d on high, 
What /olid bleſſings can'ſt thou buy? 
Wil gold thy mental peace ſecure, - * 
Or make one future moment ſure? | 
Or can it gain thee wiſdom's ray, | 
To light thy paths to eleſs day? 
Theſs, hundred thouſands. won't gbtain ; | 
Then all thy wiſhes riſe in vain. | 


O Har, reflect when death ſhall come, 
To call thy captiy'd ſpirit home; : 
Will wealth a pierceleſs ſhield impart, 
Jo fave thee from his leaden dart? | | 
Alas, 
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Alas, in that fad, ſolemn hour, 

Twill matter not, or rich or poor : ü 
Thou then can ſt purchaſe but a grave, 

And that, even needy I nt have! 
Forbear, dear Hal, forbear to pine 
For what can give thee nought divine; 
They're only rich who virtue love, ; 
*Tis virtue gains the wealth above. K 211 


Beſides; my friend, who d care to run 1 
[Thoſe riſques which men of wealth have cove? 
Think from what oracle it cam, 
(Sacred for ever be the name) 
How difficult for ſuch to climb, 

Such, to aſcend with ſouls ley |; 

Where angels everlaſting dwell; - 

Where all is virtue, and where alt excel} 5 
Whate' er the learn d tranflators' ſay,- 

Or commentators „ine away, | — 
In revelation's heavenly 
The truth, the er truth, "will ſtill remain, | 


* 


Obſerve where all my wiſhing WY 
(I long have had two faithful friends,) 
I wiſh— whilſt Pm a wanderer here, 
For juſt two hundred pqunds a year ; 

þ . ' Or 
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Or thus, in other worlds implore | 
A competence—l count no more. 0. 
Sound perfect health to ſweeten life, L Df 
And if I wed—a virtuous wife. 69 $1225 UE 
Theſe once obtain'd, I'll ſeek no more, 
But leave the world n ara 7 IE. 


— 


E PIT APH upon. an OLD. VSURER. 7 


HE full-pac'd Suri oc K, artful and aug, 
Kept cyphering on, till life's departing hour; 
But death ſubtrads his intereſt in the grave,; . - 
And juſtice marks the diſcount he muſt have. 


- 


Sure, worms mult prey, if mortal bite they've any, „ 
Prey on the wretch who us'q to prey on many. 


The MORNING WALK. 
RISE, ALPHONSso, haſte, ariſe, 
Again Aurera gilds the ſkies ; 
Again her ſoft*ning luſtres glow, 
How grateful to the climes below! © | 
No more let dreamful ſleep prevail, 
But walk with me yon winding dale. 


Lo, whereſoeꝰ er we turn our eyes, 


What trains of beamy ſplendors riſe, | 
Which 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
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Which round the bright horlitog play, | 
To uſher in the brighter day : 


The ſhades of night have left the plain, 
All nature wakes to life n BY 


Hark ! how mil that diſtant cry ? | 
To this, the neighbouring cocks reply : 
Yon barking eurs the flocks alarm; 

What turmites round each lonely firm ? 
There induſtry exerts her ſway, 
4 all with chearful zeal obey. 


The eng kine, at ev 17 gate, 
Impatient for the milkmaids wait: 
Around, the harmleſs lambkins bleat, 
The neighing ſteeds each other greet, 
While ſofter muſic fills the grove 

With ſtrains of gratitude and love. 


Now flow' rets all their charms diſplay, 
And priced inſets wing their way; 
Each o'er the beauteous landſkip roves, 
As: unt, or inclination moves. | 
Suchihumble ſcenes improve the mind, | 
The Gop or Gops through all we find. 


TRE NOONTIDE WALK, 87 


In ſplended m ajeſty array d, 
Now ſee the pl orious Sun diſplay d 
In vain ſurrounding clouds oppoſe, 
His beams ſoon triumph over thoſe ; | 
Still perfect, and ſupremely bright, Nt 
He runs to yield the world his light. | 


So you, ALPHoNso, {till the ſame, 5 1 
Still urg'd by Virtue's gen'rous flame, | 
By true benevolence of heart, | 1 
Smile at dark envy's keeneſt dart; 5 | 
And active for the nobleſt ends, 73 

Ariſe each marn—=to bleſs your friends, | | 
4. 14752. g 


The NOONTIDE WALK. | N 


LL hail, PRI ERMð , Virtue's friend ! 
1 Awhile to rural ſcenegattend; 
Awhile your ſocial labours ceaſe, 
Enjoy the balmy ſweets of peace: 
To yonder flowery meads repair, 
And taſte with me, the noontide air, 


| AroLLo's glorious beams are ſeerj 
Reſplendent midlt a ſky ſerene ; 
N 1 His 


, | | | 
$3 THE NOONTIDE WALK. 
His ſmiles the farmers pleas'd ſurvey, _ 
And careful ſtrow their hew-mown hay: 


Around, the buſy nymphs and ſwains, i 
Exulting, tell their promis'd gains, 


Sec now the flocks from uplands go, 
To ſeek the cooler vales below; 
There chearful CoLin tries his lay, 
And patient waits the cloſe of day : 
Blith Roczsr, while he guides the ſhare, 
In carrols ſings his eafy care. 


| Still as we walk, new views appear, 
Soft {trains delight the liſtening car; j 
That ſhallow rivulet purls along, 
And linnets join the woodlark's ſong : 
The mowers, whilſt they ſweep their way, 
Facetious jeſt, and all is 8a. 


But bark loud 8 rend the iky; ; 
Haſte—haſte—to yonder hamlet fly, . 


1 the lighining's frightful glare, 
How Adly chang'd the landſkips are! 
Sudden, vaſt impetuous rain | 
Deſcends, and ſmokes along the plain: 
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The ſwains and nymphs to ſheds have run, 
And there lament the 51 ſun. 


Ah r now, in vain we turn our ey es, 
No beauteous opening proſpetts riſe 
No more we hear the voice of love, 
No muſic echoes through the grove : 
No more we hear the murmuring rills, 
But torrents roaring down the hills, 


So fares it with my reſtleſs mind, 
When you, by ſickneſs, are confin'd : 
I wear not then the face of joy, 
Dark brooding griefs my thoughts employ : 
A ſort of painful tumults reign, 
Lill Virtue's friend ſhines forth again. 


We EVENING WALK. 


OME thou! whom even foes can't blame, 
Fair object of my youthful flame! 
Awhile domeitic toil forbear, 
And deign with me to take the air: 
Along yon river's verdant fide, ' 
We'll taſte the ſweets of eventide. 


, What 
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What bright etherial luſtres glow? 
Still brighter in the ſtreams below ! 


What ſplendor guilds thoſe diſtant ſpires? 
| How calm the charmful day retires ! | 


Mild zephir gently whiſpering roves, 
And ſoftly waves the yielding-groves. 


See how the fiſh in harmleſs play, 
With circles mark their liquid way: 
The feather'd tribes their neſts explore; 
The bees their chymic toils give oer: 123 
What raptures move yon blackbird's breaſt, - 
That ſweetly chants himſelf to reſt. 


The ſilent beide to folds repair, 
The ſhepherd pens his fleecy care ; 
The wearied ploughman homeward goes, 
And meditates his wiſh'd repoſe : 
Around, the leſſening clamours ceaſe, 
And all is calmly huſht in peace. 


Now Sol mult ſeek remoter ſkies, 
For lo, the ſhades of night ariſe ! 
He, ſafe amidſt his cloudleſs ray, 

In having bleſt the world with day 
His brightneſs to the laſt retains, 
And ſmiling, leaves the duſky plains. 


THE; CHARMS OF NATURE, 67 
So thou, my fair! when death draws nig, 
'$halt view him with a chearful eye; 
In all thy innocence array'd, 
With all thy virtuous deeds difplay*d, 
Serenely this dark globe reſign, 
And bear thy charms to realms divine, 
| 1 + #753, 
The CHARMS of NATURE. 
O. them, whoſe minds attentive trace 
The various beauties of her face, 
Through ev'ry ſeaſon of the year, 
Still Nature's rural charms - appear; 
How glorious midſt the vernal ray! 
How lovely even in decay! 


In Spring, what ſyget delights ſhe yields, 
How gaity paints the ſmiling fields; 
With aromaticks ſmooths the breeze, 
With tufts adorns the riſing trees; 
Alround a lively verdure throws, 
And in the roſgate ſplendor glows! | 


In Summer, o'er the fertile plains 
What peace, what pleaſing tranſport reigns! 
A new creation try to rove, | | 
And ſwell the chorus of the groye; 


— 
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With golden plumes, profuſely gay, 
The changeful inſe&s wing their way. 


When Autumn N its . hues, 
What charmful ſcenes. the eye purſues! 
With pleaſure ſees the ſoften'd, hade, 


And milder luſtres gild the glade: 
The loaded ſhcafs their heads decline, 


On boughs the mellow cluſters ſhine. 


Midſt Winter, round the frozen floods 
The ſnow- topt hilks, and ſilent woods; 
A certain ſweetneſs ſtill we find, | 
That ftrikes the right difpoſed mind; 

To ſuch, each crouded grange l 
A full variety of | Joys. | 


| Thus, ever bounteous, ever kind, 
She pours her brilliance unconfin'd ; 
Does profit. with delight impart, 
Exalts reflection, fills the heart, 
With reaſon joins emphatic call, 

To bring us to the Go or AH. | 
1753. 


T PARMO, 
On his over Fondneſs for certain Cg1Tics, 
ARMO! ?tis thought you over prize 
Thoſe coxcombs, fond of ſeeming wiſe z 
Who, having barely feen the ſchools, 
Become ſuch ſelf-fufficient fools ; 
By proud conceit too early born, 
A modeſt diffidence they ſcorn. 
Of ev'ry ancient, crown'd by fame, 
They know the language and the name, 
But proper characters, we find, 
Great ſcholars ! they have left behind. 
Their little learning g, empty boaſt! 
In ſuperficial reading loſt. 
*Tis ſtrange their converſe e' er ſhow'd pleaſe; 
What can you leapn from ops like theſe ? 


Who wou'd in company endure 
Theſe banes of ev'ry facial hour? 
Whilſt all their ratling nonſenſe flies, 
Romantic notions, faoliſh lies; 

Dull ſquibs of wit, untimely 2 
Falſe reas'nings, plainly all their own, 
Whilſt wrong in ev'ry other's light, 
Perverſely blind, they will be right! 


* 


Where 
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Where get you patience to with-hold 
The lifted foot, or-cenſure bold? 


Hdw can you reſolutely bear, 
When graſping at their wreaths in air, 
They tell of vaſt deſigns in view, 

Of forming ſomething tritely new ; , 
Of living with the god-like ſage, 
Secure from follies of the age ;. 

With reaſon, and religion's ray, 

To perſevere in. righteous way; 
Whilſt all their practice conſtant tends. 
To ſome low ignominious ends; 
Evincing, in each day's event, 
That nothing is the ſomething meant! 
That all their vaſt momentous ſchemes 
Are built, at beſt, on waking dreams 


When drunk, they'll dwell on trutlis divine, 


The charms of ſolitude define ! 
Immorral virtue's great regard! 
True merit, and its ſure reward! 
Sobriety, their beſt eſteem ! 
Humility, their favourite theme! 


Thus inconſiſtantly they're led 


Through the dark whirlpool of their head ; 


— — 


THE FUNERAL. 


Deluded by the miſts of pride, 

They follow with the mazy tide ; - 

The ſport of ev'ry wind they ſteer, 

Till landing on—the Lord knows where! 


From cheats like theſe your ſoul remove, 
If virtue and the nine you love ; 
If virtue and the nine you'd gain, 
Nor be ſo poſitive, nor vain. © 


The FUNERAL. 
ROM modiſh follies, maſquerades, 

L The daily revels, night-parades ; 
From childiſh gambols, pomp and ſhow,' 
Where many fix the bliſs below: _ 
From ſcenes whoſe darkſome views betray, 
And lead the conſcious mind aſtray ; 
The bane of virtue! nurſe of pride! 
ParmoTHI1o, let us turn aſide ; 
To yonder church-yard calm repair, 
And view the ſolemn proſpetts there. 


Hark, that mournful ſounding bell! 
Some ſoul hath bid the world farewell. 
What poring mortal can ſurvey 
Its paſſage to the realms of day ? 

K 
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What learned doctor can explore 
Its landing on that unknown ſhore ? 
How happy if it ated well! | 
How wretched if from truth it fell! 


See here, my friend, a new made-grave ; 
Such is the bed that we muſt have, 
When the warm blaze of life is o'er, 
And the falſe world can pleaſe no more ! 
That coflin, almoſt worn away, 
Theſe bones, that with a touch decay ; 
The worms which o'er the rubbiſh crawl, 
The ſable gloom that ſhadows all, 
Remind us of our changeful ſtate, 
Remind us of approaching fate ! 
Yes, kind PARMOorHio, we muſt go, 
How ſoon, it is not ours to know! 
Perhaps to day—ſtart not my friend, 
This moment both our lives may end ; 
So frail that youth, to which we truſt, 
This moment we may fall to duſt ! 
When e'er the fatal ſhaft ſhall fly, 
Oh may we be prepar'd to die ! 


That empty ſcull, might once contain, 
Perhaps, a more than NzwToN's brain! 


There 
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There might have breath'd a Mir'rox's ſoul, 
A Pop, an Appisox, or BOYLE. 

Within that ſpace might lodge a tongue, 
That ſpoke as ſolemn truths as Youns ! 

All ſilent now, unknown it lies, 

And mix'd with common aſhes, dies. 


See there the funeral pomps appear, 
What mournful trains ſurround the bier ! 
What melancholy fighs ariſe ! 

What ſorrows fall from down-caſt eyes! 
And yet how few, that ſhun relief, 

E' er felt the manly, gen'rous grief; 
Obſerve that one who walks behind, 

His look ſerene beſpeaks his mind. 

Some friend, no doubt, who really lov'd, 
By reaſon ſway'd, by friendſhip mov'd. 
What tho? no ſtreams his cheeks o*er-flow, 
What tho” he wears no weeds of woe; 
In ſoul he mourns—there all diſplay'd, 
He {till ſurveys the parted ſhade ; 

Recalls their ſocial moments paſt, 

And dwells for ever on the laſt: 
With patience does the bliſs reſign, 

Nor murmurs at the will divine ; 

For bright religion ſooths his pain, 


With hopes that they ſhall meet again! 
O happy 
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O happy ſtate, when hearts thus love ! 
Fair emblem of the bleſt above ! 


With more than mortal warmth they glow, 


And feel a paradiſe below. 


Here yet, my friend, attentive ſtay, 
Such ſcenes the firmeſt truths convey. 


The ſoul juſt gone, what might it be, 
When blended with mortality ? 
Perhaps *twas one, who, as deſign'd, 
Became the bleſſing of mankind ! 
Who nobly did to all impart 
A true benevolence of heart. | 
Perhaps *was one, who, fond of fame, 
Strove here to fix a laſting name; 
Or one that never ſoar'd at all, 
Whoſe only triumph was to fall! 
Who loſt to ev'ry thought refin'd, 
The glorious fallies of the mind, | 
Or big with what the world calls great, 

Ne'er ſigh'd to know a happier ſtate ! 

Like the vile worm, in duſt its claim, 

And mortal treaſures all its aim. 

Such, if thou wer't, ah loſt indeed! 
Thou 17, but all thy joys are fled ! 
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The humble turf, alas, may hide 

That frothy thing, a man of pride! 
Who deem'd himſelf the prieſt of Gop, 
Vet blindly with the blindeſt trod. | 

Whate'er it was, let cenſure ceaſe, 
No more its vice or virtues pleaſe ; 
If mild in thought, the faint is fled, 
If proud, behold the proud is dead! 
With riches, and with honors bleſt, 
Or with the pains of want oppreſt, 
No matter now—in death the ſame, 
The Lazar, and the man of fame : 
The rich, if good, ſhall more obtain, 
The poor, in endleſs glory reign } 


* 


Thrice prudent they, who frequent come 
To read and meditate the tomb; 
From pride and mundane views apart, 
There calm to ſearch the human heart, 
Reflect on life's uncertain ſpan, 
And learn the true deſign of man. 


Let us, my friend, by reaſon led, 
In the bright paths of virtue tread ; , 


To wiſdom all our ſouls apply, 


And learn at once to live and die. 
1753. 
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HEALTH and PEACE. 
bl paces An ODE. 
ELL me not of grandeur's ſcenes, 
Gorgeous pomp of kings and queens ; 
Brilliant glories of the great; 
Shining equipage of ſtate; * 
What the ſplended balls beſtow, 
Gay variety of ſhow! 


Tell me nor that gold ſupplics 
Manſions tow'ring to the ſkies ; 
How the wond'rous droſs affords: 


]oyous plenty, ſumptuous boards; 


All that mortal ſenſe can crave, = 
All that epicures wou'd haye! 


Talk to me of more than wealth ; 
Ever fmiling roſy health! | 
She, whom ancient Rome implor'd, 
Salus! on the mount ador'd ; 

\ Breathing o'er the fertile plains, 
Pureſt *mong the chearful fwains. 
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Join with her, ſoft balmy peace, 
Parent of a heart - felt bliſs! 
She, who flying ſtrife and noiſe, 
Yields her chaſte, ſerener joys, 
Leads us on to thoughts refin'd, 
Cloudleſs ſunſhine of the mind! 


Leave, O leave what's grand or vain, 
Health and peace ſhall ſwell the ſtrain : 
Whilſt on theſe each number flows, 
How my raptur'd boſom glows ! 
Happy, wou'd the fates decree - 

Theſe, and only theſe for me! 
I7 53s 


An EPISTLE from the COUNTRY. 
Inſcribed to Mr SpExckx. 


HILS T in the ton oblig'd to ſtay, 
You various ſpend the changeful day ; 
Whilſt cares, which cloud the heart-felt joy, 
The deare/# of your hours employ ; 
Withdrawn by choice to ſylvan plains, 
Your youthful friend content remains. 
Releas'd from trade, and thorny ſtrife, 


* ] — e 2 
A while he leads a peacefuf lif With 
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With health, and humble fare in ſtore, 
He's happy, and he aſks no more! 

Safe from the burly of a town, 

Aloud he makes his tranſport known. 
What bliſs to him the ſeaſon brings, 

To you, and ev'ry bard he ſings. 

So the glad bird, from cage ſet free, 

i In ſwelling notes hails liberty ; | 

i; From grove to grove delighted flies, 

| And tells to ev'ry mate its joys. 


\ 


: 

f Here, yet ſome ſummer-fruits remain, 
Tho” autumn ripes the teeming grain; 

| | Tho? loaded ſheafs in ſtooks are ſhown, 
|! Some fields of hay are yet unwon: 

| Late ploughmen in the fallows toil, bd 
And turn a- new the weedy ſoil. 

Nor can we blame the faultleſs ſwains, 

Or tax them with neglected pains; 

Betimes they ſow'd, in ſeaſon car'd, 

And for æſtival ſuns prepar'd 

But ſtorms, the wiſe cou'd not fortel, 

And unexpected rains befel. 

Howe'er, no plaintive murmurs riſe, 

No peeviſh anger at the ſkies ! 

The rains have ceag'd, the ſtorms are paſt, 

And plenty crowns their hopes at laſt, 
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If here aught ſeems to be deny d. 
Lo there the want is full ſupply'd ! INE EL 
For Providence, ſupremely kind, —_ 
Diſpenſes bleſſings unconſin dd. 


Soon as the morning dews remove, 
1 o'er the varied landſkape royve tit 5g 
Now here, now there, as fancy guides; off] 
Each ſcene by turns, my Vought Gr iout iN 


When the ſtript reapers, bliche and gays of 
Purſue the labours of the day; 
With them J join, and lend my _ A 
To ſet the ſtooks, or form the bands: * Gy 
Pleas'd with their jokes and fairy tales, 
I laugh, and no diſguſt prevailss. 
How ſimple all their language ſeems, , 
Whilſt nature gives the artleſs themes! 
Their wit, tho* ungenteelly dreſs?d, 
Is true, and feelingly expreſs d! 
But ſuper/tition ſtill retains 
Her conqueſt in the hearts of ſwains. 
For lo, if chance a toad be found, 
Straight the loud notice rings around ; 
Thrice happy he who o'er it ſhears, .,, ;ö 


From /ickles thence no harm he fears; + bark 
x A lucky 
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A lucky year the fact forebodes; 

*Tis ſtrange that luck ſhou'd riſe from toads ! 
Immortal SniLon! (facred name) 

_ To purge the faith of mortals came; 

To clear from miſts the mental ray, 

And ope to all celeſtial day! 

But baſe ill-meaning men, ſtill proud 

Their own inventions to intrude, 

With fooliſh notions blind the throng, 

And fpite of reaſon lead them wrong. 


When the firſt ridges ſhorn are ſeen, 
- And all betake themſelves to glean ; 
For other views I walk abroad, 
(Reflecting on the lucky taad,) 

O' er the next ſtile alert proceed, 
And change the dle for the mead. 


— 


-"*Fis there i meet, on ev „ry ſide, 

Rakes, forks, and ſcythes, at once employ'd 

In ſwarths the new-mown herbage lies, - 
The wind-rows form, and pikes ariſe : 
Some beauteous flow*rers {till ſurvive, 
And bloom at diſtance from the ſcythe; 
But ah, ere long, to fate they yield, 

And join che havock of the field. 
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In human life, when thus we find 
A female, faireſt of her kind! | 
Whoſe charms out-laſt her youthful prime, | 
Eſcap'd from ev'ry ſickly time; + 
As pleas'd we gaze with juſt ſurpriſe, 
Alas, the lovely creature dies ! 


But hark, the thirſty work-folk cry, 
Lord fave you, Sir, we're wond'rous dry; 
O grant us but a ſingle quart, 
* Each drinks your health—wich all his heder. * 
Averſe to mercenary praiſe, | 
I drop them pence, then walk my ways. 

Next view me wand'ring midſt the ſhades, 
Or baſking by the ſunny glades, 41 
With fixed eye, and watchful ear, 

Intent on ev'ry object near. 
The birds, that on the branches play; 
The motes, that part the beaming ray; 
The tinged inſects, ſwarming round 5 
The fleeting winds, that ruſtling ſound; 
The ſeeds of plants, that devious fly, 
The nuts, that hang in cluſters nigh ; 
The light and ſhade; all, all combine, 
Io tell me of a hand divine / | 


Then, 
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Then, with what warmth my thoughs ariſe, 
How the ſoul ranges thro” the ſkies ! 

The mighty whole, with awe ſurveys, 

In admiration loſt, and praiſe. 


O THOU! who gavꝰſt this ſoul to be, 
Preſerve her virtuous and free; 
Whilſt here confin'd in mortal cage, 
Let no deceitful vice engage : i 
Still may thy works her raptures draw, 
O teach her to obſerve thy law ! 
From day to day, fit moment ſee 
To Bat, and lift herſelf to THERE. 


In groves the auburn colours ſpread, | 
The trees begin their leaves to ſhed; 
The bees to lay their labours by, 

Or only ſhort excurſions try : 
Induſtrious emmets heap their grain, 
All nipt, and ſafe from ſoaking rain: 
Papilioes to their nymphæ creep, 
And calm prepare for winter lleep. 


On themes like theſe the boſom wells, 
And more than muſe can ſing ſhe feels; 
Till Rocꝝ Rx, from ſome neighb'ring ground, 
With finging makes the woods reſound; — | 
| „ Iawow! 
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I follow where the echoes guide, 
And find him at the team employ'd ; 
Then glad partake his healthful care, 
And down a furrow ſet the ſhare. 


| He tells me many a harmleſs tale 
Of Tom and Sus N in the vale; 

Of faithleſs Pzc, that durſt betray - 
Poor C1mon on the wedding day: 

He talks of farmer CaRRTUT's wife, 
Who has been faving all her life, 

And fain wou'd have her daughter wed 
To WILLIAM, in the country bred ; 
But ſhe, vain laſs, to towns a ſlave, 

A modiſh gentleman muſt have, 
Who'll live where faſhions daily grow, 
And be that flimſy thing —a beau! 


I work, and liſtful ear incline, 
Till hunger drives me home to dine. 


O ſweet content] that can*ſt impart 
Abundance to a grateful heart; 
Through life what eaſe accrues from thee, 
In whatſoever ſtate we be? 
Whilſt thou, rich bleſſing, art enjoy'd, 
How ſoon is nature fatisfy?*d ? | 


When 


* 
CE CC ———— — | — 
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To read and meditate inclin'd ; 

Deſirous to improve my mind 

When dinner, and the noontide's paſt, 

I ſilent to my chamber haſte ; 

There turn the many volumes o'er, 
Where ſcience yields her boundleſs ſtore A 
Where poets ſing their pleaſing lays, | 
And flouriſh with unfading bays. 

But when to holy-writ J come, 

And conſcious view the ſoul's laſt home, 
Convinc'd, I drop each poor deſign, or 
And triumph in the page divine 


So the bold mariner, conſign'd 
One certain wealthy port to ſind; 
Where the ſtately Indus flows, 
Or where the coſtly ruby grows; 
As long the various coaſt he ſails, 
Now here, now there, alternate calls; 
Where ſome few little helps he gains, 
Some trifles to amuſe his pains ; 
But ſtill, with warmeſt hope, he bends 
His courſe to where his voyage ends: 
*Tis there alone he cares to wait, | 
There joyful ſees the promis'd freight; 
Regardleſs of the winds and tides, 
Drops anchor, and ſecurely rides. 
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When evening ſheds a milder ray, 
I thro? the loanly vallies ſtray; 4 
And whilſt from floping heights above, 
The ſilent flocks to reſt remove, | 
To meditation all inclin'd, 
A ſweet compoſure calms my mind : 
Until the deep approach of night, 
I revel in a true delight; 
No lawleſs guilty paſſions rage, 
No fad forbidden joys engage; 
With me, time's meaſure ſteals away, 


Inſtructive, and ſerenely gay. 
iP 1753. 


PROLOGUE to the Sitcr of PaLuNRA“. 


F ſimple nature hath the power to charm, 

If Honeſt virtue can your boſoms warm; 
Then here—perhaps—our author may ſucceed, 
Young as he is, and tho? in ſchools unread. 

To gain your hearts, he tries no vulgar ways, 
Nor dares to 4% —but ſeeks to merit praiſe. 


To memory now, he fam'd PALMYRA brings. 
PALMYRA !—pride of nations! and the boaſt of 
kings! e 


® This Tragedy in the ſecond Volume. 


His 
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His tragic muſe the fatal time recalls, 
When fierce AURELIAN ſtorm'd her ny walls. 


In ancient hiſtory—the add are ſue un; Win 
From theſe he copies and from theſe alone: 
Why ſhou'd we borrow from the Grecian ſtage ? 
Are we not Britons—warm'd with native rage? 
The GREEKS— their AscHYLUs may boaſt! their 

SOPHOCLES ! 
Our Engliſh SHAKESPEARE Wrote as is Aron as 
theſe! - 
His boundleſs genius ſpurn'd * narrow rule? 
Pure human nature was his only ſchool ! | 
Wiſely he ſtill purſu'd her conſtant flame, 
And lo! ſhe crown'd him with immortal fame. 


O could our bard, like him, your paſſions move, 
Deſcribe—with equal juſtneſs—artleſs love! | 
Rouſe conſcious honour in the ſoldier's breaſt, | 
Which wears true valour—by brave deeds expreſt! 
Cou'd he—like him—the force of friendſhip ſhew, 
In generous ſouls that ſtill for merit glow! 
Paint the good man—midſt forms of life reſign'd, 
Or mortal weakneſs in the nobleſt mind ! 
Then, might he hope, to gain the wiſh*d applauſe, | 
And fit indulgence from the critic's lays: ; i 

But 
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But vain, alas! too vain ſick fond deſire, ot 
What hardie/ mortal 1 reaches SHAKESPEARE” 8 fire ? 


 Yet—what he can—our zealous youth will try, 
By tender ſtrokes—to raiſe the feeling ſigh, 

Make ſoft compaſſion in thoſe hearts ſucceed, 
Which always melt whene'er the virtuous bleed! 
Deign but attention to his active ſcenes, | 

The conduct notice—and regard the means; 
Nobly to pleaſe—he'll all his art explore, 
Then ah n genius 9d, no more! 


- * bY 
—_—_ — 
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EPI LOGUE u PALMIR A. 
To be ſpoke by the Lach afing AEN. 


Told our bard—that tho? *twas ſtill the vogue, 
To /uch a play there needs no Ee1Locus 
Unleſs he meant to ſpoil his firſt intention, 
In place of truth —intrude ſome droll invention. 
If pure inſtruction he in fact deſign'd, 
Why then ſtale nonſenſe to delude the mind? 
He bluſh'd !—and own'd that I had rightly blam'd, 
But to ſay nothing, he was moſt aſham'd. 
He'd gratirade—and muſt by all means "7 | 
So pray'd—that I wou'd ler the audience know it. 
14;: 8 wh M To 


. —  — 


1 
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To i- be added ſuch berſuaſtue vows, 
I cou'd not, cou d not, for * heart refuſe. 


"Know then— 
| friends, 
To 0 each—his hearty thanks he Fends; 11 
This previous favour he ſhall long revere, 


And dena you ne your vile here. | 


—he hails you ich the ſtyle of 


By great examples—he harh try; d to move, . 
Since only ſuch deſerve a BRIToNs love. | 
A BRITTISRH ſtateſman— wears an honeſt heart, 
A BziT18H ſoldier acts a ſoldier's part! 
'Fis true ſome contraſt—in the group you find, 
But this the failing of a virtuous mind 
Who glows not, to behold ſuch worth excarh 


What N to nk _ ev'n Fonte 7 T 


Ye crithes Aal 3 in onto Way | | 
Ta you we truſt the iſue—truſt the cauſe. | _ 


Here let Loncinvs all your thoughts engage n 


The nobleſt—wiſeſt critic of his agel! 
Like him—impartial-in the weighty truſt. 
Proceed with candour —and be firmly juſt: 
With equal warmth your final ſentence give, 


Nen hte but wher's not fir to live, 
Thus 


17 
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Thus much our bard—who (apart be'r aid) 
Hath little elſe than nature—in his head! T% e 7 
On the beau monde, has look'd. with narrow fight, 5 
And is—at beſt—but awkwardly polite ! _ 
To help him out—and for his promiſe ſake, 
Let me, one humble interceſſion make. 
Ye brilliant ladies—whom I pleas'd ſurvey, 
Deign your acceptance of this infant play, 
And—with ſubmiſſion to your judgements due, 
Kind—gentle—men I aff the ſame from you, 
So {mall a boon—to one ſo ſeſt as I, 

You cannot—muſt not—will not ſure deny, 


F& 


AMUSEMENT, - 1h 


E LL, RANGER, do'ſt thou ſtill deſpiſe -: 
The man that labours to be wiſe ? R 
Long haſt thou held it for a rule, Se 
Who plagues himſelf is next a fool! r 


Who tread on thorns to gather may, 
Too «dearly for their garland pay! _ _ 

Concluding, that myſterious knowledge n 
Shou'd be confin'd to church or college, 


Thou laugh'ſt whilſt I in volumes pore, 


And pleag'd unlock the muſes? ſtore ; 
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Better, thou ſwear#ſt, to roar and drink, 
Than chant with bards, or drily think ; 
Art much amaz d how I can find 
A pleaſure hat which chains the mind! 
Sit down, and let thy notion ceaſe * 
Till I have ſpoke ; then walk in peace. 
All who partake of mortal care, : 
Some fir amuſements ought to ſhare; 
Some relaxation, that may give 
The boſom eaſe, or who could live? 
Who cou'd the many ſhocks endure, 
Which buſy public-life makes ſure ? 
Moſt prudent they, who time divide 
As innocence and reaſon guide. 


It bs for this, diverſions range * 
As faſt as inclinations change. 1+ "0 

For this, the multitudes reſort all 

To join in fam'd Newmarket ſport: 

There the jockies mount admir'd, 
With ſwifteſt emulation fir'd : 

The ſtarted courſers, pant and ſtrain, 

And ſweep along the ſounding plain. 


For this, the cover'd pits beſtow . 
Thoſe ſcenes, for which ſuch numbers glow. 
There 
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There cocks, whoſe clarions wak'd the morn, 
Of all their gaudy plumage ſhorn, 1 
And arm'd with death-bequeathing ſteel, 
The ſoldier's furious ardour feel: 

True Briton- like, each ſcorns to yield, 

But dies, or oonquers on the field. 


Behold, on BroverTon's fay'rite ſtage, 
The bruiſing- combatants engage: 

At ev'ry fall, what ſhouts ariſe, 

That tell the glad ſpectator's joys! 

When there the gladiators meet, 

With fixed eyes, and cautious feet; 


To make diverſion (ſo we read) |, 3 
They guard, they ſtrike; they flaſh, they bleed! 


What crouds for entertainment draw, 
To ſee a Maddocks kick a ftraw : 
A nimble Turk aſcend the wire ; 
An hardy Powell ſwallow fire : 
The tumbler that diſtortion apes; 
The harlequin in all his ſhapes ; 
Performers who the ſight command 
With nice dexterity of hand. 


What charming viſions move the throng, 


That melt in ſweet Halian ſong ; 
| | That 
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That feel the warbles as they float 


Soft throꝰ the quav' ring Eunucbis throat. 


In ma/querades, the freedoms reign, 


There men are females ; females, nen? 


There virgins may no cenſure fear, 
But with applauſe, Hulfenab'd appear. 


The cards, the dice, the billiards meet, 


To make amuſement more complete; 
Each year ſome new invention ſhines, 
Some HovLs, or merry Rien deſigns z 
All learned in the needful art, 
Their beſt abilities imparr, 
Wich eagerneſs aſſiſtance lend 

To pleaſure, and the mind unbend. 


Up chen, blithe Rund; happy Be oY 


Go taſte them all, unharm'd by me; 
But while ſuch gay delights are thine, 
Let Poyz, and ſuch as PoE be mine! 
O leave my ſoul ſublime to ſoar 


With 7ho/e that nature's heights explore; Hy | 


Enrapt in their immortal flame, 
She feels a bliſs no tongue can name! 


4 FRAGMENT mm 


W HILST in humour 10 be gay,” 

Let my ffir her charms: Uiſplay ; I L 

And as haſty moments move, | L 

Let us live, and let us love. 2462 

Each to each with warmth impart, r ee 28. 
OE 5 1 


All the tenderneſs of heart; 5 Wy 
Chearful talking, freely fmiling,”' © © © 
-Ev'ry anxious doubt beguillnng 


But when prompted to be grave, 
Let me no diſturbanee have: 
Ev'ry trifling care remove, 
Ex'ry with of mortallove © 29 GY 
Let my foul enraptutꝰd rife, e 
Eager for the nobler jos 2 
Which AroLLo's faw'rites knorr, 
While their inſpirations glos. 
Deep enchanted by che NIN, , qo IIA 
Wrapt in viſiond All divine? 
Burning with ſeraphic rag 112 5 
Melting o'er the ſacred page: 8 of 
SIG m the thought ane NE 2:13 ni. 
Sweet elyſium of e mind 


4 


* ap. tlio tn og. 
5 


Still with temper perſevering. . | 


Or dre me how to N 


8 n does doubiful hope remain? 
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All the ſmiles of truth enjoying, 
All the force of ſenſe employing. 


Then let Poes my rapture raiſe, 
Teach me like himſelf to praiſe 
Teach me like himſelf to blame ; 
Teach me like himſelf to aim ; 


Friend to Virtue, and her friends, 


Scorning all ignoble ends 3 
Still to honefty adhering, 


Y ES 01 R * O. 4 5 o N G. 


EL L me 2 on * wanders, 
Now my heart ſo ſoftly glows; 
Point me out the fair Mæanders, 
Where the lovely charmer goes 
There then Cupip ceaſe thy rancour, 


All thy healing ſhafts ſupply, 


Teach, Ewa: 


Vain this gui, ever 3 Tel | 


A SONNET. 


cron preſent, there's no flying, | 
Abſent—who can bear the pain? 

If advancing conqueſt crown mea . 
All my joys will be completmmgme 
If the beauteous nymph diſown _ * quidzon 35d 
Smiling freedom » | % ib 


; n 
* 7 * * 1 - 18 
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* * N 


Come then, gentle Curry, gude m meg 10% 
O' er the flow'ry-mantled way; 
Let thy choiceſt ſtars betide me, 
All thy eloquence difplay jn 
Tell the chaſte atrrative charmer; EY 
In /uſpenſe no pleaſures flow, | nig&blib ni oll Hinze 
Longer let not doubts alarm heer,„ 
Let her hail me Yes or No.... 
N od t 1785 
ide motod o H 
4 SON N E T. | 
E prudent, take career 
Wherever you are, N70 in 5H LAY 
To keep the reſerve, N 10 e Puna 
From worth never ſwerve z {099-5 37 67 wo 
Let nothing alarm you. 
Diſarm you, or charm you,” N Sn vOT „ 1 
But ler all be ſerene, ani), od l 21 
With the boſom within. ,nidnvw molod 2445 g 1 
Ny N | Look 


Look about whilſt yon lire, 
See what riches can give, 
See what wwor/dlings adere, 
Juſt obſerve, and no matt f 


Let nothing ſurpriſe -t, 


Adviſe you, diſguiſe you's © * 
Bur let all be ſerene, 
With the boſor within, 
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The tyrant, the rue. 
The fribble, the as. 


Still hold in diſdain} 


Let ſuch ne er delight ess, ra 10 | 
Affright you, benight ven: Wu; 5 Lp 


Bur let all be ſerene, 


, r ; ' 
LIKE PH FA 5 9 


Remain ſtill the ſame, 1 5 


\* 


Amidſt cenſure or fame, goy 195751 


- Amidſt plenty or need, 
If you fail or ſucceed; - - 
Let nothing enrage you, 


Encage you, engage youg | 


Bet let all be /erene, 
100 1 
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A SONNET, 


For dangers prepare, 
With heats debonainz; 
For jeſtings and leers, 
For rantings and ſneers; 
Let nothing refle& you, 
Deje& you, detect you; 
But let all be ſerene, © 
With the boſom within. 


When death ſhalt appear; - 
With each doubt and each 
When reflection ſtrikes home 
On the judgement to come; 
Nought then ſhall rorment you, 
Relent you, prevent you, 
But all, all be ſerene, 

With the boſom whit 


105K 


PALERMO's . 


3 ” - 


22 4 


80 parable, or fancy fa, nh, * 5 


PALERMo liv'd ; ſupinely free, 

Yet happy as a man could be. 

He'd health, and of the golden ſtore, 

An affluent maintenance, and more : 
Enough thro” ev'ry year to ſpare 
That friends, or worth in want, might ay 1 
And ſuch in him wou' d ſometimes find, 

A free benevolence of mind. 

No pity cou'd more gen'rous flow, 

None nearer felt another's woe! 

And yet, tis whiſper'd by the croud, 
PALERMO was exceſſive proud! _ 

He'd ſnuff, and form the ſcornful ſneer, 
Where *twas his duzy to revere: 
Miſtaken, he would oft defpiſe 

The moralifts, in virtue wiſe ; 

To ſuch prefering without rule, 

The changing, faſhionable fool; 

Him the nice PALERMO lov'd, 

And even from his ſoul approy'd, 


e. 


PALERMO's WEDDING: 


His palate was his dainty care, 
A ruling paſſion center'd therm 
How full in joy! what goùt to range 
From diſh to diſh; in various change. 
From pleaſure, he'd the beſt degree, 
When o'er the ſtrong- ſauc'd fricaſſee; 


Or when ragouts high - ſeaſonꝰd Pe” ns Loc 


And covers, of each reliſh'd name; 

Of fiſh, and fleſh, and cruſted paſte „ 
High modiſh luxury and waſte! 

Then all aloof his fancy rode, 
The cook, he ere, ren \ 


Tho' meereſt muſhroom, ſwept by chance 


From off the very ſtreets of France. 
Beſides, ſo ſqueamiſh o'er his wine, 1 
This too rough, and that too ine. 


Port, claret, Burgundy, . OE 


Tokay, Madeira, Cape, Germaine; 


Cyprus, Mountain—none of theſe, 
Nor twenty more, at times could pleaſc. 


So ſtrange his taſte, he found no chcer 
In well-mixt punch, or Britiſh beer. 
But come—we'll not the whole diſcloſe, 
No doubt, like others he'd his foes... 


Then be it kn&wm to bim who nice is, We 


The man had virtues, well as vices z,-. 
Enough to make him uſeful here, 
And fit him for a brighter ſphere, 


IIis 


94” PALERMOs. WEDDING. 


His years had counted thirtp-one,) 
When firſt he made his wiſhes known. in & 
To JasolinDa—debonair, ot % 

No PaLLas, nor as Venus fair! rb mr 
And eee eee l x5 
As neꝰ er had touch'd his heart beſore. 
He courted in the ſureſt way, 
And finiſh'd ere the fortieth day. dy. bn; 
Whilſt others by profeſſions ſtro veg. 
His profer'd jointure ſix d her love; 
There the important queſtion ran, 

And money made e ee 24, K 


WP 


His track his deeds, we might prochim, 
But theſe are ſecrets without name; | 
The merrieſt wits cou*d neꝰ er define, tn 
Or draw the nicely leveP& line, 12 
To plumb exactly, or to prove | 
If he was epicure in love! 

Here learned Jasoumpa knew 
Far more than all the joking crew. 


Their nupelale were diſtioguiſh'd long, 
By peels of bells, and welcome ſong. 
The patterrero's harmleſs noiſe, 


The waites, the . and outs ben 


4 | When 


PALERMO% WED DNC. 
When the ſucceeding fabbath roſe, ' 


Bedight in faſhionable cloathg;/: - 
Abroad they ſhone as bright a pair, 


As e' er bad-diawn the vulgar flare.  ' + 


With all the mdfnipg's laſtre died: 07 


The bridegrooms rich embroider'd ray, - 


Was dazling as the beam of days 
Nor leſs attracting were the trains 
Of bridal nymphge * dia benins. 


Tis ſaid, by ſome who ſecrets know, 


Who deep ih miſteries are lern), M 
And ſee, what is by eu diſcern⸗ jz; 


That Venus-Pandeinzs was there, 
And Cupid, conſcious of his reign, 


Eros, or Anteros—pet plan. 


Fugatinus—the knot who ty d, vos 
And he, who uſher'd home ——_— 
Chaſte virginenſit walk'd -before,. 
e' now her tender office o'er, 


As thro? the e they palt . 

The chambermaids at windows direng. 

All idle eyes were find to gase, A - 

All tongnes to cenſute, or to:praiſe. | 
Nay, ſuch the ent of the ſhow,. ) _ 


* . 
all * 
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And laſt of all Manturna came, 11 
1 of che . . che! pd 1 3bof8 
elit NG zn $1908 y563 bed 


At church, ell curious mortal ſtares; , 
Neglecting half the text and pray ers. 
The clerk, to pleaſe the belle and beau 
Gives out his pfalm, quite apropos! NN 28T 
Once the curate's {aid and"doney' ot 2 
Away the nimble ringers/rong” 2 1 
Each at his rope his ſtation takes 


And all the freeſtone belfry ſhakes, 
y Toa 5.4 A 287 RS 15 8 
«9073 fac 1 11} Ci; ; 1 'T * A 


For three whole days the rieizhbours | Wong 2c 
Their dwelling, —giving joy'aloud!” = a 
For three whole days the D went round. 
Aud all mg ry contentment Wand. 1 1890? yer 

Rat ory mot yd itt r* 

Hail happy — happy hour 
Whilſt bliſs her carnucopia pour: ks 
Sweet the far*ring moou was paſ t. 

Too ſweel lor 882 more to er all di 

; etrgiz 1 ei Jo hoid itn) ba 
Behold, in proper baten due, n 19 n 
A ſprightly boy is bròught to v g 
Wbat happen'd from this joyful time, 
Remains for future r or _— Waite 9715) 
2230 1951197 720 / Whotres 
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Whoever weds, muſt oft rehearſe, 

*Twas' done for better and for worſe ! 

Nor e'er uneaſineſs create, | 

Or blame their ſtars, ar blame their fate ; 
But rather than repine, when over, 


Go try the leap, from elif at Dover ! 


The MUSE, the AUTHOR, and the PEN, 
A FABLE. i 


, WAS on a ſtate rejoicing day, 
When rectors preach, and /hopmen play; 

When cockers to the pits reſort, 

In hopes of winnings, and of ſport ; 

When party-zeal itſelf diſplays 

In twenty thouſand fooliſh ways ; 

A ſerious AUTHOR (one not bred 

To high-learn'd metaphors of head) 

From the gay crowd all-filent drew, 

To take of things a nearer view. 


As ſeated in his peaceful room, 
His thonghts their uſual flights aſſume ; 
When hark, a dialogue enſues, 


Between himſelf, his pen, and muſe ; 
| * Himlelf 


* A FABLE. 

Himſelf the ſtrange debate began, 

And thus their fabularion ran: 
AUTHOR. 


Accompts away—come how my Pan, 
From ciphers let us turn to men; 


A While thy kind aſſiſtance lend, 


For thou art ſtill the Musz's friend. 


| MUSE. 

Hold, Sir; his friendſhip I diſown, 
Henceforth to me and mine unknown: NE 
Like the dull gooſe, from which he ſprung, 
That never ſoar'd, and never ſung ; ; 


Before he'd to Parnassus go, 


Would puddle in the pools below; 
For oft when I attempt to riſe 
Beyond the ken'of vulgar eyes, 


| He, to heavenly proſpects blind, 


Still luggiſhly doth Jag behind. 


PE N. 
| I am not, noble Mus I to blame, 
My loyalty is ſtill the ſame ; 
Still paſſive in my maſter's hand, 
I'm always ready at command : 


g 
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If then he will not bo! purſue, 
What is it you would have me do? 


MUSE. 
Why, leave him to his narrow ſelf, 
Yes leave him in purfuit of pff; 
Leave him to his trade confin'd, 
Untimely careleſs of his mind ; 
And whilſt the world directs his way, 
Let thou and I aſcend to day. 


PEN. 
Alas, *tis vain for me to ſtrive, 
Unleſs that he will deign to drive ; 
Unleſs his will and hand agree, 
There's nought but grov'ling views for me. 
My wiſh is to record your ſtrain, 
But ſlaves, like me, muſt wiſh in vain. | 


MUSE. 

Say, AUTHOR, doſt thou hear this charge, 
And will not ſet thy Pex at large? | 
Thou greater ſlave; to mundane toys, 
Bemus'd with nonſenſe, and with noiſe; 5 
Wilt thou for ever ſtubborn prove, 

And keep me from the themes I love? 


100 A FABLE, 


WE AUTHOR. 


Dear Muss, you muſt o erlook my crimes, 
I can't oppoſe theſe ruling times; 
I can't direct the public taſte, 
Nor faſhion of her power diveſt : 
And who would now expoſe a face, 
To ſing at gooſe and turkey race? 
Heeſides, I live on northren ſhore, 
Where *twould be hazardous to ſoar ; 
Where, ſhould the merchant print his e 
His friends would tremble for his brains! 
And did he once aſpire at praiſe, 
He might the ſmart Reviewers raiſe, 
MUSE. 
But Sir, you muſt not mind their ſpleen, , 
I' make you pleaſe the ig of menz | 
And if you think that this won't do, 
Sir, you ſhall charm the ladies too; 
Yes charm the ladies—ſuch as ſhine 
In mental beauty all divine! 


AUTHOR. 
Ah daring Musk! fuch minds as theſe 
How gladly would I aim to pleaſe ! 
The good T always ſhall revere, 
But then the /neering croud I fear; 


And 
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And thoſe learn'd folks, that monthly chuſe 
To clamm their notions in reviews. 

Who piddle when a bard excels, © 

And fea/t on wrong-plac'd ſyllables. 

Bold, *neath the banner of their rules, 

See arm'd the fierce half-judging fools ! 
Theſe they can at will controul, 

Or huſh, or animate the whole! 

With ſuch an army who dares fight ? 

*Tis theirs to cudgel, wrong or right. 


PEN. 
O come, dear maſter, let us ſtray 
Where the bright Musz ſhall lead the way; 
If any damn, I'll bear the blame, 
If any praiſe, be yours the fame, 


AUTHOR. 


Yes, faithful Pxx, I'm ſure of thee, 
When e'er my mind and thoughts agree: 
But what is all a poet's gain, * 
How little worth one moment's pain ? 
Tha pleaſure which the boſom feels, 


How ſoon malicious envy kills! 
F< 34 „. 54 „ „ 


I care 


* 
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care not for the ſounding praiſe 
Promulged on the Laureate s lays; 
In Virtue*s cauſe I'd bear a part, 
But then I want to ſpeak my heart. 


MUSE. 


If ſo,—-I SaTYR recommend, 
SATYR! fair Virtues faithful friend; 
She ſoon ſhall triumph o'er the foes, 
Arm'd with dread truth, who dare oppaſe 2 
In vain ſhall Vanity eſſay, | 
Low conſcious Vice ſhall ſhrink away; 
In vain authority ſhall hide 
The puny mortal, fwoln with pride ; 
The haughty dame, who big with birth, 
Deems herſelf goddeſs of the earth; 
The brute, whoſe luſt is all his care, 
Who ruins, and forfakes his fair ; 
The ſhou'd-be friend, who might preſerve, 
Yer thinks his cold advice will ſerve! 
The mean oppreſſor, midſt a town, 
The villain, tho“ beneath a, gown : 
The wretch who at religion ſpurns, 
Who cavils, and blaſphemes by turns; 
SATYR ſhall treat with ridicule, | 
The letter'd, or unletter'd fool; 


A FABLE. 
The coxcomb, that ſuch wiſdom ſeems; 
The debauchee, that lives on dreams; 
The cobweb Fribble, empty Flaſh, 
All, all alike ſhall feel her laſh. 
Come then, my bard, ſome trackleſs field explore, 
And riſe where never poet roſe before. 


AUTHOR. 

Softly my Musz, with caution ſing, 
Let modeſt prudence guide your "ag 
Remember, I myſelf am bad, 

Oft loſt in Error's gloomy ſhade ; 
And, ah, what crimſon ſtains of fin 
May undiſcover'd lurk within? 

If then in Virtue's caufe J write, 

I only act the hypocrite. 


MUSE. 

If guilty, you muſt ze! the ſmart, 
"Tis proper you ſhould bear your — 
SATYR admits of no diſguiſe, 

Before her all your boſom lies; 
The faithful mirror ſhe will bring, 
And conſcience ſhall direct her ſting. 
So riſe, and make no more delay, 
While contemplation yields her ray? 
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AU THOR. 

But yet I'd rather praiſe than blame, 
Fd rather god-like deeds proclaim ; 
The good and wiſe in virtue ſhone, 
Theſe I'd ſing, and theſe alone. 
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MUSE. 


Then let me early ſing the man, 
Who ſteady to his glorious plan, 
In vulgar minds awakes the ray, 
That lights to everlaſting day: 
Or let me raiſe Al HHONsoO's fame, 
And crown him with a deathleſs name : 
Or them, whoſe honeſty tranſcends, 
Art once thy kinsfolks, and thy friends, 
Or let me chaunt Dosanna's praiſe, 
DoBanxna ſure demands my lays ! 
The fair, in whom ſuch worth you prove; 
. Whom longer {till the more you love; 
Or leaving matter to the throng, 
Let SALLY Lows employ my ſong. 
What need I mention all your care, 
The friends that moſt your boſom ſhare 3 
WDyey the nobleſt thoughts inſpire, 
And fill you with a poer's fire. 


"I 
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On l my bread denandaci; 
And not, alas, on boſom friends. 
What madneſs then *twou'd be to write,” 
And run the riſk of public ſpite? 
To fave me from the crafty's i 10 101 
The proud man's frowns, the booby's ſmiles ; 
I ought to quit all worldly ſtrife, . 
And lead a peaceful, rural life : \ = 
Before you wander unreſtrain'd _ 
An independence ſhould be ind; 
And that muſt be (from taxes clear) 
Two hundred FE iN a your: 


M U 8 E. 
tw, if thou harp*ſt upon that ſtrain, 
To reaſon more is all in yainz- - - + 4 


Within thy narrow views confin'd, 
(Tho! ſure for nobler flights deſign'd,) 
Thy /oul and I content muſt be, 
Till op'ning death ſhall ſet us free. 
Vet if thou canſt attention ſpare, 
This MORAL in remembrance bear. " $1 


Had the firſt mariner, whilſt yet on ſhore, . 
| Recall'd the many natural dangers oer; 
| Had 
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Had he then imag'd, with a doubting mind, 

'The ſudden veerings of uncertain wind; 

The dreadful time when hurricanos riſe 

The ſpouts, that ruſh from equinoctial ſkies ; © 
The lightnings, flaſhing round the polar-height, 
The ghaſtly horrors of a ſtormy night; 
The ſands, the ſhoals, the rocks that devious lye, 
Vet undiſcover'd to the pilot's eye; | 
Theſe had he minded, he'd have rurn'd again, 
His noble ſcheme relinquiſhed with pain, ; 
And ne'er have ſought his fortune on the main 
But higher views the daring hero led, 

And every danger as a phantom fled. 


She ceas'd ; no more the Aurhon try'd, _ 


The paſſive Pzx was thrown aſide. i 
182: 


on the BIRTH of a DAUGHTER. 


ARLING infant! pledge of love ! 
Emblem of the bleſt above 
Welcome into life*s ſhort ſpace ! 
Welcome to my fond embrace! 
More delight thy preſence brings, 
Than all the ſhow of mortal things, 
Now thy mother's plaints are o'er, 


Pain ſubſides, and grief's no more; 1 
| Peace 
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Peace returning calms my breaſt z 
Love and Nature reign confeſt. 


Welcome to my deſtin'd fate; 
Welcome to my ſmall eſtate. -- 
This tho? humble trade confine, .. - 
Sweet contentment deigns to ſhine ; 
Tho? conſtrain'ꝰd in wiſh to roam, 
Sweet contentment gilds my home : 
Here thy mother's love ſupplies 
All that ill ſucceſs denies + 8 12 Wo 
None more happy now than me, 
Rich in her, and rich in thee. 


* 


Welcome, welcome thou to part! 
With thy mother ſhare my heart! 
O how full, how melting now, 
Whilſt thy innocence I view! - -. —— 
All that's tender, ſoft, and kind, _ | 
Tranſports grateful, thoughts refin'd, 5 
Love, and hope, and friendſhip join'd ! 
'T heſe their extacies beſtow, 
Theſe affectionately flow! 


Bleſt am I, if fate decree, 
Health and length of days for thee ; 


Timely 
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Timely if to truth inclin'd, _ 


Virtue ſway thy yielding And! 
But than walk the vicious road, 


Blinded by prevailing mode, | 
Rather than be folly's flave, . N 
May*ſt thou meet an early gravel n! 
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I'Il the parent's joy reſignn, 
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EPITAPH on Maſter ROBERT CLOVERe/ 


OULD'ST thou know where CLoves hes? 25 
Prudent reader; ſtop not here 
Ah pierce in thought beyond our ſkies, 
And ſeek him thro* ſome” brighter ſplere: 
Truth, virtue, ſcience; theſe he lovd, * , 
And theſe their noble gifts had given yu 11 75 10 
In years tho' young, yet, all + - Dabarlg oils SHIT 
All worthy he ene to heaven 
Aa 4 | L431 4 £116 1757». 
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* the arrival ' of .the Res: Mr. 'SPENC E, 
Frebendary, at. DunHAM. 55 


S Sync arrivd upon the friendly Wi an, 
And will no muſe proclaim his welcome there? 


Why, learned DonoworTna! do you bear ſo long? 


Skill'd in the graces of each claſſic- tongue: 

Why ſlumber ye, who in the lofty quire, 

With hallalujahs make the ſoul aſpire? 
Whilſt HesLzTine, by bleſt CoctLia taught, : 
Becalms the paſſions, and adds wing to thought. 
Will none ſublime the magic of your art, | 
From ſound to things, from fancy to the heart.. 
Ah! let not me, (confin'd on darker ſhore) 
Praiſe but in ſighing, or in vain implore. 


Hail then the critic, who, humanely drawn, 
Hath ſmil'd on genius at his earlieſt dawn! 
Friend to the nine in ev'ry virtuous aim, 
He adds new laurels to his country's fame: 
With gracious ſmile the ruſtic Poet“ own'd, 
And gen'rous pleas'd his thra/her*slabour crown'*d. 
Now to the world bids honeſt BLAcEKLock vie, 
Charm'd with the brightneſs of his mental eye. 
: From 
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From cruel want, behold him ftrive to ſave, . 

And give that independence BA RDS ſhould hare! 
Such deeds benign atteſt the god-like mind, 
Riſing in worth, in charity refin'd ! 


 Dunnan! what beauties round thy borders 
glow |! 

Our happy iſle no fairer ſpot can ſhow; F 

| Yet half the ſweets, thy charming proſpects yield, 

Have long been loſt, from yulgar eyes conceal'd; 

Till opening now, thro' each delightful ſhade, 

- SPgNCE comes, he ſees, and all ſhall be diſplay'd; 

Thy ſons with reaſon to admire be taught, 

And feel the peace of ſolitude and thought. 


Wake then, ye Banvs, nne s ſons ka be 
Where nature beams i in ſuch v 651) 5 
Invoke the muſes, in yon ancient wood, 

Along the margin of the various flood ; 

And whilſt enrapt thro? peaceful walks ye ſtray, 
Be SPaNCE the theme of ev'ry grateful lay. 


5 2 | 17 59, 
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To Mr JOUN SPENCER, an my ff 
reading his manuſcript Poem, entitled HerMas ; 
or the ACARIAN SHEPHERDS. 


HEN firſt on tender ſprays the buds appeax, 
The ſwain o*erjoy'd perceives the dawning 
year ; | 
| Oer his glad breaſt what pleaſing tranſports riſe, 
No more he dreads the fall of wintry ſkies ; 
Whilſt yet the chearful weeks ſteal ſoft away, 
He feels, in lively thought, the ſmiles of May: 
But lo! when Autumm crowns his early toll, 
With rich increaſe, that loads the fertile ſoil: 
When the full ſheafs his crowded barns adorn, _ 
And all is ſafe to proper ſhelter born; | 
Then how he glows ! his raptures who can fing ? 
Nat all the chars » of the breathing ſpring 
Such bliſsful cares his ſprjghtly thoughts employ, | 
He-calls his neighbours to | FORE the j JF 


80 es with care 1 read your fpotlek page, 
At firſt its beauties all my ſenſe engage; 
Each charmful line a ſhining train foretels, 
And ev ry thought the former thought excels. 
Oft as your muſe deſcribes a vernal ſcene, 
I yiew the flow'rets and the lively green: 
F YE Where 
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Where with delight ſhe fills the feſtive groves, 
Me thinks I hear the warblers chaunt their loves: 

Still as you walk the fair ambroſial plains, 


Or liſt attentive to the grateful ſwains; 
Still as your peaceful hours ſerenely ff, 
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Pleas'd I purſue, and catch the riſing joy! 

But O what extacies my ſoul ſurpriſe ! 

What bright ideas of her kindred ſkies ! 

When the good ſage with more than mortal lore, 
Irrſtructs his fwains in truths unknown before, 
When bold he dares each impious vice define, 
And ſhew forth virtue in a dreſs-divine! 
With what ſolemnity of thought I'tread 

The hallow'd manſions of the virtuous dead! 
Were while my raptur*d ſoul Her flight . | 
Forget dull commerce, and adore your mi | 
With HERVEV's thoughts I join the ſacred omg, 
Nor bluſh to rank you with immortal 8 


Now, like the pra whom bonndk bliſs 
employs, ; 
I call aſſociates to partake my joys. - 


O come, ye youths! whilſt yet our youth remains, 
Let's learn to act᷑ as thoſe AcARIAN SWwaIxs; 
Let Hzrmas teach us, ere our fate draw nigh, 
From mortal ſcencs to raiſe the mental eye: 
So ſhall our ſouls, witli errors ne'er oppreſt, 
Unconeious live, and find eternal reſt. 


1750, 
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On the BIRTH, f a DAUGHTER. 
June 24, 1755. — 


OW roſeate ſplendors o'er the lands appear, 

And Jus, full blooming, « Crowns the riſing 
e ee 

Each curious mind che rural ſweets ſurveys, 

Glows with delight, and wonders i into praiſe; 

Vet all their charms to me no joy can yield. 

Like thoſe (ſweet babe!) in thy ſoft looks reveal'd- 

There behold the dear affections move, 

Each nameleſs race of innocence and loye. 


oi 
Whilſt on my arm thy tender formt I bear, 

How full my heart! and how refin'd my care! 

Thy loyely ter, pratling on my knee, 

Seems all-delighted as ſhe points to thee; 

And on yon couch the happy mother laid, 

Joins in our tranſport, by her ſmiles difplay*d: 

For me, no temper can my joys conceal, 


I all a father's, all a lover's feel. 


O may'ſt thou, child, in future welfare riſe, 
Be bleſt with all that wiſeſt mortals prize ; 
See, and contemn, the follies of our age, 
Ere yet their baits thy tender thought engage: 
Q Swift 
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Swift, in advancing youth, thy mind i improve 
In-juſt ideas of the Power above: 

As reaſon ſtrengthens. mayꝰſt thou truth defend, 
And live and die fair virtus's faithful friend, _ _ 


Such if thy ſoul, regard not what enſues 
In point of fortune, or the world's low views. -- 
If from my induſtry thou wealth receive, 
Be timely prudent, nor forget to give 3 
If ſcanty pittance but attend my care, 
Lament not thou, but glad accept thy bare; 
Of gracious Heaven's high reward ſecure! 
This, this thy glory, be thou rich or poor! 
The faith divine, no anxious. doubt removes, 
Tis what our reaſon,—Revelation proves! 
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PROLOGUE in praiſe of Mititazy Vik run. 
Spoken at the New Theaire at Newcaſtle, by 
Mr Younger, in the Character of a Gentleman 
Volunteer; for the Benefit of Mr ROBERTSON, 
of the York Company of Commedians. 


OW-—let Northumbrians catch the martial- 

| flame, | 
And greatly emulate their ancient fame : 
Heroes, triumphant, all our thoughts engage; 
The glorious PrEROIESs of each former age! 

O may ſome ſpark of their congenial fire 

Rouſe us to deeds, and ev'ry breaſt inſpire ! 


Shall we be wanting in the uſe of arms, 
When war, thro* Europe, ſpreads her dire alarms? ' 

Shall zwe negle& an art the braveſt prize, 

Which taught the Conguerors of the world to riſe? 

An art, by which we might alone oppoſe 

Frenchmen, or rebel. - hoſoeꝰ er the foes ! 


Had this been practis'd, when of late we ſaw 
Accurs'd rebellion near our borders draw; ; 
When trait'rous ſubjects, daringly ingrate, 
Aim'd the ſubverſion of BRITANNIA“'s ſtate ; 

; Fir 


116 1 PROLOGUE. 


Fir'd by the native courage of our ſhore, 

We might have check'd,—if we had done no more! 
Perhaps, had rais'd the glory of our iſle ; 

And ſav'd immortal Cumberland the toil ! 


Bleſt as we are with ev'ry joy that ſprings, 
From happieſt freedom, and the be/ of Rings; 
From nature's bounties, laviſhly beſtow'd, 
Shall wwe be careleſs in the public good? 

Shall we to all with full defire pretend, 
Vet loſe the means, the knowledge to defend? 


Forbid, ye fair / your charms aw ah claim 
Our beſt atchievements in the field of fame 
While ſo much beauty beams around the coaſt, 
Can e' er the ſpirit of defence be loſt ? 

To guard your ſafety, ev'ry hand ſhall turn, 
And ev'ry heart with Britiſb ardour burn. 


Arm then —ye wvalunteers! arm-rouſe v prepare 
Jo reach the God. lite Pruſſian's art of war! 
The godlike Pruſſian, with reſiſtleſs ſway, 

To dgathleſs glory points the arduous way! 
Firmly reſolv'd your zealous ſcheme Purſuc— 
Lo! Beauty waits to give to merit due 

Learn to Hrite bome — be this the language long 
J arms—to arme be every Barrox's ſong. 
1758. 
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The SABBATH DAY; 
Or a DiaLocue in a Country Church. yard. 
The Vicar and the SQUIRE. 


SQUIRE. 
H E ſerious mind, by fruithful fancy born, 
Dwells on the beauties of my charming 
morwy 5:57 
The ſummer fruits around the Te appear, 
And nature's'bounties ſtrike us ev'ry where. 
What plenty, BzrTons midſt a war enjoy, 
Whilſt force and rapine other realms deſtroy! 
But yet ſo ſtrong, our pride or folly draws, 
We muſt attribute to ſome ſecond cauſe 1 
Whilſt Providence his daily gifts diſplays, 
Our love of public piety decays: | 
Our ſabbaths now, how careleſsly obſerv'd ? 
As if from reaſon, or from cuſtom ſwery'd. 


| Y.1CAK 
Still, worthy Sir, your ſenſe prevents my aim, 
Twas mine to Hart, and to ſupport the theme. 
The laws of worſhip, and the rights divine, 
Are both by choice, and by profeſſion mine. 
Much it has griev'd me long to mark the ways 


Of ſouls perverſe, in theſe degenerate days. 
No 
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tis SABBATH DAY. 

No more the love of picty inſpires, 

Each boſoni glows with vain unhallow'd fires 
The numbers juft thro*-decency conform, 
Alike their worſhip in the calm or ſtorm, 
Dark infidelity renews her reign, 

The foes-of vine 0 not cbm in vain! : 

"1 this 185 . where talhions ſeldom range, 
My people waver, and their manners change 
Nor precept, nor example, can avail, 

Cold irreligian ſpreads thro” eviry dale. 
Mark you yon group, that by the tombs parade? 
Their talk is foreign, or of netus or trade; 

Paſs'd are the truths; which revelation gn, 
As earthly, or imaginary things! | SI] 

T6 them the Sabbath does no zeal i convey, 

They ſlight the moral meaning of the day; 
And whilſt within the ſacred doom detain'd, 
Thought, and attention, act as unreſtrain'd. 

Nor looks, nor poſtures, cloudleſs faith diſplay, 
Careleſs they lit, and without fervour pray. 


. 


This wad ſeem nonght, .did you awhile remove 


To towns, and quit the ſolitude you love. 


There 
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There, multiudes, who. berter ſenſe might vat, ; 

Juſt hold the Sabbath as a day that's loſt 1 

If half a pariſh to the church repair, 

'Tis well but ſeldom half ſo many therel N 

See groveling number: turn beit cee e I 
trade; 

While others think it. but «for fe made! arnt 

Bte them on horſeback or in chariots roll! 7 

From ville to ville to ſhare the jovial bowl. 70 


"= to low gaming dend their pliant will. 1 


0 ſhuffle cards on Sundays, is not ill, nf 

e You'may be-worſe ard. eſs dende 
a ch 0: 
How worſe employ'd fan, 7 the ſeripnure lie 1 
If theſe be ſacred, and our faith be right.. 
| How will. ye weather an e 11 259 200. 
„ Nidda ot 
O oh +4 a nel like yours inſpire the maſt, - 

Soon wou'd the clouds of wilful error paſs; 
Soon wou'd our glorious faith her power regain, 
And call to reaſon theſe. bewilder'd men. 
If thus the wrong, more, knowing minds purſue, 
What can, alas, the weak inſeructed do? 
If not to, vice their yielding ſouls give way, 
Ungen'rous notions leads as far a ſtray, 


Specious 


* 
N 
ee 


120 SAPBATH DAY. 
Spacious Impotors on their ignorance riſe, 
Elude ! but ſhew not where true wiſdom lies! 
Abuſe of Sabbath —if thus practis'd long, 
How weak religion! and the moral ſong! 
Dbity to God! if thus we dare neglect, 

Duty to men muſt find but faint reſpect. 
Strange! that with Britons ſuch default ſhou'd be, 
Whoſe boaſt is always that they're bleſt and free! | 
How richly bleſt, with ev'ry joy that ſprings . | | 
From happieſt freedom, and the beſt of kings! 
From nature's bounries, laviſhly beſtow'd, 
And union, which cements the public good I 
Dare bold preſumption hope the bliſs will laſt, 
If Sabbath-days are thus ſo idly paſt? — | 
Is this the truth our conſcious hearts diſplay ? - 
This all the gratitude to HRAVEN we pay? 
Where lurks the cauſe! can better ſenſe reveal, 
Say you, ſo faithful ro the n weal. 


Th % u 1 K. An ider 


From bad examples: bad effects muſt flow, 100 
This full experience teaches all io know. 
The preſent caſe, if you'll examine fair, 
You'll find diſguſt with inclination ſhare! 
But on which rank of men to fix the blame, 
Clergy, or * hard to name. 77 


SABBATH DAT. 121 


VICAR. 


Who takes offence, may err with guilty chought, 
But « woto them by whom th' offence is brought.“ 
Who plans a law, from whence Diſorder ſprings, _ . 
Shou'd anſwer for the conſequence it brings 
Who to accommodate themſelves alone, 

Injure the public, let their names be known! 
Known, and abhor'd: our 2 8 dangeroug 

foes, 

From whoſe: mean hearts the worſt of evil flows. 


8 QI R : Sr 

The bell hath cent deen I wich] joy attend 
To hear inſtruction from a learned friend. 
Whilſt on the Roftrum you maintain your part, 
O ſtrive to touch each diſbelieving heart 
With all your ſkill, this awful text diſplay, 
Remember! holy is the Sabbath day + 

i 1759. 
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On the DEATH of my CHII D 
ISABELLA ELLEN. 


OVELY child, as Bix rRH could give, 
Spotleſs cherub ! fit for HRAVvxXR ; 
Sure with angels thou muſt live! 
Thou hadſt nought to be forgiven! 


I faw thee die! thy look how ſweet ! 
Twas fix'd ſerene on HEAVEN; | 
Viſion ſhew'd the elyſian ſeat, _ 
Fair peace, and tranſport, given. 


Early tho? thy death may ſeem, 
We thy earthly parents yield ; 
Guardians, facred, and ſupreme, 
Now are thy eternal ſhield. 


Few thy days, but vaſt thy gain! 
Timely ſafe from heart - felt wo; _ 
Sad variety of pain, 

Scenes of care and vice below. 


Reſt, happy babe! nor be forgot 
Till we the mortal breath reſign; 
O may we ſhare as bleſt a lot! 
A pure felicity like thine ! 


SS - 


1759. 
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8 ONN E T. 
Written ar HELMEDON Row. 


ARE and noiſe, from hence remove; 
Bring, O bring, the Peace I love; 
Peace that from retirement flows, 

Peace that no diſturbance knows: 

She fair truth can beſt ſupply, 

Teach to live, and teach to die: 

Come then, ſilence of the plain, 

Bring me back my Peace again. 


Loſt too long midſt life's falſe glare, 
Scenes of pain, and ſcenes of care; 
Empty ſneering of the proud, 
Changing caprice of the crowd ; 
Looſe impertinence of fools, 

Falſe ſublime, and froth of ſchools : 
Come, ſweet ſilence of the plain, 
Yield me back my Peace again. 


Birds, that warble thro? the grove, 
Sing by innocence and love ; 
Where ſweet mirth ſo calmly flows, 
Sure the breaſt no tumult knows ! 


nnn. 
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Equal raptures mortals ſhare, 
When reliev'd from fretful care: 
Come then, ſilence of the plain, 
Yield me back my Peare again. 


Vain to ſeek her in the world, 
Whilſt by varying notions hurPd ; 
Theſe but ſhadows, fancy frames, 
Pride, or narrow learning claims. 
"Tis from ſolitude we find, 

This delight of human kind :** 
Come then, ſilence of the plain, 
Yield me back my Peace again. 


Wealth, nor poverty confine 
-Aught ſo perfectly divine; 
Beggars, need with this no more, 
Monarch, wanting 7his, are poor; 
Friendſhip droops, and love can cloy, 
Peace alone is laſting joy : 
Come then, ſilence of the plain, 


| Yield me back my Peace again. 


Bleſt my wiſh!—diſpers'd my pains! 
Preſence here the cherub deigns: 


Soul 
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Soul awake | thy thoughts are free, 
Sure *tis native liberty 

Smiles of roſy health too join, 
Where's $ the bliſs that equals mine, 
Welcome ſilence of the plain, 


Thou haſt brought my Peace again, Id 
| 175% 


VERSE 8, 


To the Memory of Mr ROBERT SIMON, 
who periſhed in the Storm at Burlington-Bay, in 
December, 1759, on his ' paſſage from 0 
to Newcaltle. 


| wu FE's glorious deeds, our public-aQs 


"relate, 
And All lament the hero's early fate; 
Theme of our mourning, and our juſt applauſe, 
Who fell ſo greatly in his country's cauſe : 
Yet whilſt for him our griefs unitely flow, 
Each breaſt is ſubje& to its private wo; 
Sudden the dire calamity may come, 
- . Thar brings the cauſe of ſorrow nearer home 


Thee, worthy Sox! in thy ſphere approv'd, 


I mourn ſincerely, as thou wert beloy'd + bi 
8 Call'd 
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Call'd by the care, commendable in trade, 

To foreign marts thy honeſt views were led; | 
At foreign marts, with kind ſucceſs arriv'd, 
Gain ſmil'd around, and ey'ry hope reviv'd; 

But laws of fate forbade thy wilh*d return, 

And all thy profit prov'd a watery-urn! / 

To thee no more The dreadful tewpeſt drove, 
And vain the hardy, ſkilful ſeamen ſtrove : 
Bulg'd on the rocks, the breaking veſſel lay, 
And left thy life to daſhing waves a prey. 


Thus were the plans of ſure advantage loſt, 
So near the landing on thy native coaſt ; , 
Thy Wirz too waiting, welcome joy to give, 
And every hour expecting to receive. * 
Friends may lament, and juſt concern reveal, 
But fight their pain to what the fair muſt feel. 


Let All who knew thy kind, thy gen'rous heart, 
As each experienc'd, teil the grateful part. 
For me, to what the many more may own, 
My tongue ſhall ſpeak what oft my heart has 

known; | | 
This verſe decalre, while tender tears deſcend, 
Thy death has rob'd me of a faithful friend! 


Lealous 


ON EARL FERRE RS. 3 


Zealous to ſerve whene*er occaſion came, 

With brow conſenting, and with Will the ſame; 
Such frankneſs {till thro? all thy words diſplaly'd, 
No ſign of grudge, or meaning to upbraid ; 

If power was wanting, ſuch the manners us'd, 
Thou mad'ſt it pleafure ev'n to be refus'd ! 
Adieu! my ſoul ſhall long thy loſs repine ; 
"Tis rare to meet ſincerity liłe thine. 5 
1759. 


On Earl FERRERS: who, was executed at 
London, for the Murder of his Steward. 


Ol with what firmneſs guilty Tauwonrn 

L died! 

* whence the cauſe ? from what an of 

pride? | | 

Whate'er his wickedneſs, or follies paſt; 

This truth * man was great at laſt, 
| Q 1760, 

\ 
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HE LME DON 
T Mr JOHN SPENCER, at Newegftt 


E LL me,, my SPENCER, whence I fd. 
This cal:n felicity of mind; 

Whilſt here at HELMEDON I gay, 

And lonely paſs the lengrhen'd day ? 

⸗Tis what no language can define, 

Nor fancy paint, not even thine | 

The ſoul ſuch happy temper knows, 

Each moment more delightful grows ; 

And mark, my friend, the perfect frame, 

Twelve ſummers it has prov'd the ſame. : 


Whence can it flow ? no Wonders here, 
Nor Art nor Elegance appear : ſl 
No coſtly Domes the taſte engage, 

No finiſh'd STUDLEYs of the age: 

No Views that Painters grand wou'd name, 
No Works that help the rich to fame: 
No guiled Obeliſks on high, 

To ſtrike the diſtant Traveller's eye. 

Here nage of theſe my notice raiſe, 

Yet ſcenes that I mult ever praiſe : 


Iv'e 


HE LME DON. 


I've clomb fair RicHMOND's flow'ry hill, 


And thence beheld each beauteous vale; 
In royal Hampron's maze have been; 

At Greenwich part, midſt walks ſerene: 
Thoſe ſweet retreats, and many more, 
That deck the ſilver .Thames's ſhore. 
Where Cam too winds his gentle wave, 
I've walk'd delighted, till, and grave. 
But yet, nor Richmond's flow'ry hill, 
Nor Kew, nor all the beauteous vale; 
Nor royal Hampton's grand abode, 

Nor all that Greenwich can afford; 
Nor any place on Thames's ſhores, 

Or what the eye on Cam explores ; 
Could &er my fancy entertain, 

Like ſcenes on this delightful plain. 


I ſee your mirth you notions blame; 
Or taſte, or caprice, all the ſame: 
Yet laugh not now, but reaſons bring, 


To ſhew from whence my raptures ſpring. 


Was it from ſolitude alone 


The bliſs might any where be known; 

"Tis held by SToicks, and allow'd, 

Retire we may amidſt a crowd; 
8 
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The ſoul, ſo abſolute and free, 

Can when ſhe will abſtracted be: 

Some objects too the Tyns diſplays, 

That might the Muſe's tranſport raiſe. 

Tho? yet the Ninz no patron meet, 
Nor care to yield their ſmiles complete; 
Unwelcom'd by the folk of trade, 

They ſeem to happier climates fled. 


Nor is it want of ſocial joy, 
I have what envy can't deſtroy ! 
What ſmiles above the chance of gain, 
Tho? Induſtry ſhould ſtrive in vain: 
True friendſhip, love, domeſtic-bliſs ; 
And chearful hope that grows from theſe, 


Then other cauſes we muſt know, 
From whence ſuch higher raptures flow, 


Pye try*d your patience many times, 
Perhaps with more unmeaning rhymes 
A little longer grudge not now, 

Whilſt T familiar phraſe purſue; 
That if the thoughtful muſe be kind, 
We may the latent cauſes find, 


1 


Dire 


HELMEDON. 1 


Dire ſicknels, and a local pain, 
Firſt brought me to this rural plain 
Deſpairing of chiururgic aid, 
Which long had fail'd, tho* sxILL eſſay d; 
I left advice of rules ſevere, 
And try*d the min*ral waters here 3 
And ſoon I found the happy hour, 
For ſoon I felt the long-wiſh*d cure: 
My nerves rebrac'd, new life I found, 
In roſy health, with pleaſure crown'd. 
And when to „ix the happy ſtate, 
I yeatly to my Bath retreat, 
The Musz ſometimes her preſence deigns, 
And cheers me with her artleſs ſtrains. 
If vext in buſy- life, with cares, 
With diſappointments, wrongs, or fears; 
By ſons of folly, ſons of pride, 
Here all the fancied ills ſubſide, 
Each pain, each injury forgot, 
Peace dawns, and brings the ſerious thought, 
Each jarring enmity removes, 
Each kind affection more improves : 
Here, ev'ry friend, my ſoul reveres, _ 
More worthy, and more loy'd appears 3 
Reflection draws in ſtronger line, 


The virtues which their deeds define, 
Hers 
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Here too, the nobler BAR DS engage 

Attention, with improving page; 
Beſt leiſure, inclination finds, 

To trace the views of moral minds. 
Firm Epiorzrus, bravely wiſe, 
_ Commanding paſſions, conqu'ring vice: 
The darling of the Muſes train, 
Sweet Pop, and ſuch true friends of men. 
From theſe, I tearn to ſcorn, to prize ; 
They prove in what juſt honour lies; 
What is fair happineſs alone, 
' Spread from the cottage to the throne. 

They paint, and whilſt they paint, deride 
The emptineſs of mortal pride ; 

From him that would the world command, 
To monarchs of more gentle hand: 
From crowns to lower ranks deſcend, 
From Lords, to where diſtinctions end. 


From theſe J learn to know, and hate 
All frothy pride, howe'er elate ; 
Whether on fancied learning built, 

Or riches, got by chance or guilt z 
Born by the muſhrooms of a day, 
That ſtrut, and flutter life away: 
As vapours that from dunghills riſe, 
Lag in the air, nor reach the ſkies. 


—"p4 
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Men puff'd with what can nothing mean, 
Regardleſs of the cloſing ſcene; 

On mundane ſtage admir'd may be, 

But now can have no praiſe from me! 
Who live not up to Virtues rules, 

Act the lo parts of knaves, or fools; 
Knaves, whoſe examples cheat mankind, 
Or fools, to their true intereſt blind. 


Lov'd maxims that ſuch truths convey, 
I cheriſh, and J wiſh to ſtay ; | 
In walks, or o'er my books, the ſame, 
Some Power {till fans the pleaſing flame. 


Now whether from ſound health regain'd 
Or liberty, thus unreſtrain'd ; | 
Or that ſome ſecret magic dwells 
In the lone groves, or furzy dells; 
Or that your better {kill can bring 
More proofs, from whence the raptures ſpring ? 
This truth remains: I ſurely find 
Such calm felicity of mind ; 
"Whilſt here at HerLmzDon I ſtay, 
And lonely paſs the lengthen'd day ; 
As no deſcription language knows, 
Nor warmeſt Poet's fancy ſhows, 33 


134 ON THE DEATH O 


And, SezNGER, may you always meet, 
This peace, this happineſs, complete. 
Be ſuch, and ſuch alone, your ſtore, 


On earth I cannot with you more. _ 
1760. 


VERS ES, on the Death of TN late Majeſty f 
EIN G GEORGE the Seco d. 
ONA RC HS themſelves, like ſubjedis, born 


M to die, 

Yield to the ſolemn ſummons from on high! 

No princely grandeur can the ſovereign fave 
From common tribute of the mortal grave! 
Could nobleſt greatneſs longer life beſtow, 
Grorce ſtill had bleſt us in his realms below; 
For Bz1Tain's good diſplay'd his high deſerts, 
And reign'd belov'd, the monarch of our hearts! 


His death! our loſs / let grateful Britons mourth 
But draw with reaſon round the ſacred urn; 
There, friends to truth, no decent rites forgo, 
But ſhun the weak extravagance of woe. 

Be Georce's deeds the theme of ev'ry tongue, 


Be Heaven pro's that he hath liv'd fo long; 
| Liv'd 


RING GEORGE THE SECOND. 135 


Liv'd to convince the world, no regal power, 

Like active Virtue, can the heart ſecure, 

The pomp, and ſtate, that vaſt dominion brings, 

Without fair Virtue, vain unmeaning things! 

His ſoul the heavenly attribute attain'd, 

By this he conquer'd, for by this he reign'd. 

His juſtice, mercy, pure religion, ſhone, 

Theſe the ſupporters of his earthly throne 3 

And theſe have crown*d him with immortal fame, 

With all that patriots wiſh, or heroes claim, 

Succeeding times his hiſtory ſhall trace, 

Glorious in war, benevolent in peace! 

Still to promote his people's good inclin'd, 

With all his godlike majeſty of mind! 

Their rights, their laws, their liberty, his truſt, 

For ever gracious, and forever juſt! 

That people, happy whilſt ſo ju/ly ſway'd, 

With zeal ſtill honour'd, and with love . 

They mark'd him ſtedfaſt in the Reged” bon, 

The beſt of princes, and an honeſt { 

Long will the mind on facts impartial «well A 

Which truth has known, and friends to truth will 
tell. 


Poets, in vain, may haunt ideal groves, 
For flowers of ſpeech, or what the fancy loyes ; 
Such 
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Such wreaths in lower characters may pleaſe, 
But fame ſo finiſd'd needs not arts like theſe. 
Geore, like the ſun, in native rays ſublime, | 
Shall nobly triumph o'er the duſk of time; 
Truth's bright ſimplicity attends his fate, 
As of his own will praiſe him in the gate. 
| 1760. 


'On the BIRTH of @ SON. 


SON! a Son! the ready matron cries, 

A Son! a Son! the vaulted roof replies. 
Hail happy tidings of this chearſul morn ! 
To me, ſo bleſt, the lovely boy is born. 
How kind was HRAvExN in my former ſtore ! | 
How gracious now to add one bleſſing more 
See for the Lamb that ſo lamented dy'd, 
The ſeeming loſs how amply now ſupply'd ! 
Praiſe co *op—whoſe goodneſs all ſuryey, 
In what he Fes, and what he takes away. 
And thou, fönd mother partner 1 in my joy, 
Let equal warmth thy grateful heart employ. 
How bleſt our lot, whilſt #45 we mutual prove, 


The pleaſing increaſe of parental love! 


VERSES: 10 4. CY 


ay, wha in 0 is your * -"y 


(So peeviſh and ſo proud RANG «nit! HA 
What mean you by ſuch pride ? to raiſe L 
On earth a monument of gain de 24 


How weak your thought, the thing you 'Il find, 
Mere froth of ſenſe; or ſcheme of wind! 
True praiſe muſt from the ort h * Gy Us 10M 

All, all is falſe the bad beſtow ; -., " | 
And ſure the good will never aim 


To laud a pride, n e 1 — 


1 1 = ' 
"Is A ; 


Perhaps *tis bs oy Of you fo ? 5 1 8 
Such learning as your books beſtow ITED 
In Homer's diale& you ſpeak, .. 1 als of 
And bold, correct the ancient Greek, 5 
Skill'd too in Vise1s's pleaſing. page. 


You tread, with pomp, the claſhc ſtagez 
Your thoughts on metaphyſicks ſhine, 8 
In language clogpeptly nne; n 1% 10 2808 


This is refnements, all agree, _ 
But yet ſhould quite conf, Nent be. 
Such knowledge men in yain purſue, 
. it A fair wiſdom too; 


T i Valet: 


* 
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Unleſs it teaches truths refin'd, 
At once to bleſs.and ſerve mankind? - 
True knowledge ſpreads thro* ev'ry zone, 
Not fixt to courts, or ſchools alone ; 5 | 
All living ſhare in ſome degree, 
From VouN to you, from you to me. 
The labouring hind, wWho guides my plow, 
Believe me, is as learn' d as you; WY 
Some ſecrets knows, you ne'er can r 

Nor all your favourite authors teach; 0 * 
Is wiſe, and uſeful, in his ſphere, {43 1 
Yes, and maintains a character; 
Which, tho but meanly vüderſloed, 
Conduces much to public good. 

| Indeed the ruſtic knows not ny, 

4 Mankind are born, and live, and die, 
Il He ſees not Nature's grand deſign, —90¹ 
The gracious work of Will-divine : 4 

His humble faith on reaſon dwells, 
Or what kind revelation tells. 2 
And truely Sir, on this deep ſcore, 
Spite of your pride, you know tio more; 9 
The ſame uncertainty remains 
As groſs in Dae as in fait,” 
| 


[ 
| 


Poſſeſs'd 


But hold. ig. you rate Jour, 
On fair eſtate, and growing pelf? 
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Foſſeſs d of theſe, your fancy ſeems _ 
Power, flat ry. yeneration riſe, | 
And to your ſoul are deities ! 
Alas! fond man ! they nothing yield, 
On which bright truth can fafely build, 
Beſides your pelf and fair eſtate, 
Are owing to another's fate; 
You id not to deſerve the gain, 
*T was cafual intereſt con'd obtain! 
The drones that in the hive we view, 
How emblematic are of you ? 
They ſhare not in the toil or heat, 
Yet claim with bees the gather'd ſweet! 
You know what pithy Popx has faid, 
(And ſure his was the cleareſt head) 
Honour from no condition ſprings, 
*Tis acting well the merit brings 
Now ſetting all the globe aſide, 
BRlralN except—let us decide, 
Of all conditions on the iſle, 
On which ſhou'd honour chiefly ſmile ? 
Such honour, as the fancy draws 
From courted popular applauſe. 
What rank of men deſerve her moſt, 
And may without our cenſure boaſt? 


i * 


(High 
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(High royalty, each underſtands, 


Firſt claims our ready hearts and hands,) | 
Come, ſmile for once, and frank declare 
Who theſe worthieſt Britons are! 


You frown at ſuch familiar ſtile, 
Men read ſo deep can ſeldom ſmile ! 
But, Sir, you ſhall your thoughts convey, 
To yon extending crowded quay, 

Where Jack, juſt landed from on board, 
Struts, bleſt and worthy as a lord; _ 
Yes, worthy Sir, for all your brow, 

And ſhews us where bright honour's due! 
To gallant Sailors /—theſe the men, 

Who beſt the character maintain 3 5 by 

To whom we are indebted moſt, ' 

When daring foes invade the coaſt! 

Sure then's the time the teſt to make, 
When liberty herſelf's at ſtake. 

Who are they who protect us then, 

Will you not own, and praiſe the men? 


We many grand events might name, 
Which prove the juſtneſs of their claim; 
But one alone will now ſuffice, 

That yet in freſh remembrance lies. 
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When Thunor landed, fluſh'd with famey 
At Carriokfargus, who to blame? Wort 
Did not our ſoldiers then behave 
As heroes ſhou'd, who ſcorn a flave 3 
Dauntleſs the ſtout HIER NIA Ns drove 
To check his pride, but vainly ſtrove ; 

Their numbers there could nought avail, 
He conquer'd, where he dar'd affail. 
But when return'd on board again, 

He met brave ELL1oT on the main, 
How ſoon was all that boaſting o'er, 
Which ſpread ſuch terror on the ſhore ? 
Our Britiſh-ſeamen, ſons of day 

Tho? far out-aumber'd, ſtopt their way. 
The dreaded TyuroT own'd, and died, 
His hoſt all yield, and dropt their pride ; 
Thro' diſtant lands the news ſoon ſpread, 
And all our apprehenſions fled. 


Proud Sir | the recent fa& recall, 
Nor bluſh to own, what's own'd by all. 
You ſee to whom bright honour's due, 
She flies from 2 el folk like you! 
Let ſuch alone her favours boaſt, 
Who love and ſerve their country moſt, 
BRITANNIA's faithful ſons will own, 
And yield the juſt-triumphal crown! 


You, 
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You, learned Sir, for all your fire, | 

May ſtrive to climb, but can't go higher; 

Whate'er you ſhare, contented be, | 
You muſt but have it in degree. — 


And then i in private life you 1 find, 

We all muſt act to ſerve mankind; f 
Who dares neglect, may laws evade, 
But ne' er can honeſty perſuade; | Gacher uin 
She ſes, and ſcorns the narrow heart, th 
Praiſe. ſhe denies, nor will have part, 

She tells us, All that men attain 

Withour kind charity, is vain; 

Without her, een the beſt of things, 

No laſting ſatisfaction brings. 


Return, proud man! and be ſincere, 
Shew us you know your mortal ſphere; 
Why loſe yourſelf at ſuch expence ? 
For notions give your common ſenſe : 

Recall your thoughts, youll find it plain, 
You'r re- not more learn *d than other men, 
Nor wiſer, nor can happier live, | 
Whate' er your books or wealth may give. 


My 
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My ſtyle, or wit, no doubt you'll blame, 
Think as you like—to me the ſame; 
Perhaps *tis rude fo long to dwell, 


But, Sir, I love the truth !—farewell, 
| | | | 1767. 


ELEGY en the Death of a Y 0UNG LADY, 


Wi CE, my heart, this gloomy van, 
Here where ſylvan beauties reigh? 
Why this melancholy mood, | 'A 
Midſt my darling ſolitude? ? | 
Where in ſeafon'pleas*d I fly, 

Charm'd with health, and peaceful Joy ? 

Did hoary winter, or the ſpring, | 
Any rueful changes bring? | 
Has the dreadful tempeſt been i 117 
Raging thro* the woodland ſcene f 
Sure, where'er'I turn, J ſee 

Still the ſweet variety; _ | 
Hills, and dales, and fruitful fields, 
Each a pleaſing proſpect yields; 
Winding groves my ſteps invite, 
Freedom, nature, ſtill delight: 
Gentle beams of Phœbus glow, 


And the balmy fountains flow: 
* Woodlarks 
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Woodlarks, from the branchy maze, 
Pour their ſoft harmonious lays 5 

Woods with various notes reſound, 

All ſeems melody around! 

Why does drooping ſorrow come, 

Now to ſhed her deathlike gloom? 


Vain to aſk, what well I know, 
Canſcious love proclaims my woe! "7 IF 
AxNA's blooming charms are fled! - v9 
ANNA joins the filent dead! | 
She no more with beauty's grace, | 
Gilds this muſe—inſpiring place: TY 
Call'd on high, to happier ſohered! i. :i bonds 
Angel now, ſhe dwells not here!! 
Seraph glorious muſt thou ſhine 
Virtue, innocence was chine l. 45 ui 


Yes I lov'd, with warmth I own, 
Honour made the paſſion known ; | 1 
Cue1p deigning friendly part. 
Gave the tender feeling heart: 
Hymn fair, with truth array 4, e g 
Woo'd the half-conſenting maid; eee 
Hope, in conſcious rapture ſhone, 
Made the doubtful conqueſt won- 


4 * 
G4 + 
* 
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* * 


vet ſucceſs deuy'd the fame 
From the Fair objectioas camemm 
Reaſons intervening roſe, | 
Virgin life ſhe longer choke,” Do's 

From the flame 2 friendſhip grew, A ans 
Ever ſacred ! ever true! "2 | 
Ah how ſhort its tranſient date, 
Soon deſtroy'd by haſty fate ** * 20 La 0 
Years of youth, nor riſing bloom © 
Cou'd Aer early tomb. EY 


Walking thro? the pleaſing ſhade, | | 
Oft in tender thought I've aid, 10 
Cruel Charmer, to deny, 


When ſo preſs'd the nuptial tye.” . MN _ 
Looks, that ſpoke congenial love, = __ 
Smiles, which might affection move j 
Theſe, with gentle bluſhes join'd, 

Grac'd the ſpeech that told her minl. on 


Choice unfix'd, her heart was free, 0 TON Ja 4 


Long ſhe wou'd a veſtal be; 
Long the hallow'd torch might ſtay, | * __ 
If to light her bridal day! MEE * 


% But with us let friend ſbig glow, 7 . 
Warm as kindred boſoms know.” -- 


U © Dean! 
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O Death! I thought thee not ſo near; 
Dreamt not then of change ſevere! 


Angels! guardians of the heart! 

Ah, why did ye not impart 

Thoughts of ſoft conubial care; 

To one ſo good, ſo ſweet, ſo fair? 

Oh why did ye not improve | 

Some more ſtilſul youth in love; 

Who, whilſt numbers nurs'd the pain, 

Might not have ador'd in vain? 

Happy youth! how bleſt to find 
nion of the ſweeteſt kind 

Conjugal affeftion flow, 91 

Pure as ſouls on earth can know! 1 

Brighteſt omens mult preſide, | 

O'er ſo fair, ſo chaſte a bride. 

With Anna's love there muſt have been 

All the joys of life ſerene. | 

Theſe thy heart might hope to ſhare, 

Theſe nor toils, nor time impair. 


O, had DesTiny decreed, 
Line's addreiis'to seed | - 
Might we not have hop'd to ſee 
Faireſt Beauty's progeny?. 


| Blooming 


* «4 
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9 


Blooming Babes in life aſcend, vod En 
Such as VIRTUE wou'd commend! | 0 £20400.) 
Copies of the model fair, 05115119 31 11 
Each of excellence the den 5 4 990 81/7 


Bright in what the «viſe extol, | 
Grace of form, and worth of ſoul! 


Such the mirror friendſhip dre rt, 


Such the charms ſhe had in view. 
Colder Death has clos'd the feene, 
Shades of ſorrow intervene 5 
Sanguine wiſhes, early croſs'd, 
All in diſappointment loſt, 


So when ruddy morn appears, 
Jey the waking trav'let chears; © 
Downy thoughts their ſmiles diſplay, 
Pleafing views, and cloudlefs day. 
But if ſhades with Prozsus riſe, 
Darkling o'er the low*ring ſkies, 
Bluſtering winds, and dreeping rain, 
Change the flow*ry-mantled'plain ; 
Fainter thoughts his mind deform, | 


All as gloomy as the ſtormn. 


Bright Inhabitant above! OD 4 


Know'ſt thou aught of mortal love? 


E . 
* . 
— „ 
® 
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Can'it thou, Spirit! e' er deſcend, - 7: - 
Conſgious of an earthly friend? 

If ſuch privilege be thine, ,/.1 | 

Wrap me in the en divine. 


SB PAR rat er rr a dc 

_ Hrnmen's ſacred, laſting flame 

Loves another Axxa gave, 5-4 

Sweet as youthful wiſh wou'd have. 

Fair, and kind, the virtuous ue, 

Rich in mental charms l. , n: 

See our tender offspring riſe, ores itt 

EnBLems of improving joys! 

Warm'd each heart, in bliſsful ſtrain, , 

Loving, and belor'd n DI 


Thus thou Vas "4 me dleſt 15 fate, __ 
Happy in a low eſtate ; OY” Nv ago 4 

Such delight my boſom ſhares, 8 

Spite of dull perplexing cares. OE, 

Yet, oh yet, thou once belevd! 5 2 

Death has flattering hopes remoy? Al, ENT ANG 
Friendſhip, weeping o'er thy urn, 
Long her jewel loſt ſhall mourn. | | 
O, whilſt thro? the leafy groye, 
Scene of friendſhip, peace, and love ; g 1 
| | | a Oats y 
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By the ſolitary way, 

Wrapt in extacy I ſtray; «© + + 

Come, if then chou cant, attend, | 

Aid a viſionary friend; 

Help/the glowing thoughts to ſoar, 

Help the ſoul to doubt no more 

That when public ſcenes confine, _: -- 

Still my heart may feel for thine?! 

Sorrow then no more ſhall ſtrive, 

Fancy ſtill ſnall keep alive! 

Imag'd in the free born breaſt, 

There thy memory ſhall reſt; | 

_ There, thy honour'd beauties ſtor d, 
Be long in filent warmth ador'd. 


Adieu! whom all might well commend, 
Braurv's Grace | and Vic rux's Friend! 
205 12531 1785 
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To Mr 8 p EN CER, on reſgning his Public Of 
at d 3 | 


N ARM' with the 33 of; biel, 
long refin'do 7 1 1 

By love of witdom and the Muſes aednfds: 

A friendſhip, /acred, which no arts controul, 

Firm in a ſweet ſinreruy of ſoul! | 

The feeling heart with welcome craixhvit loans; | 

And veRst neglected, now ſpontaneous flows 

To hail this day !—a day I've ghd to ſee, 

The happy day, chat ſeta __ SPENCER fre. 


Tho not with en or wich © ery crown va, 
Thy deeds are noted, and thy pruderice ow d': 
True to thy truſt, thy character remains 
Unblemiſh'd ſtill, and juſt eſteem retains. 

Too mean the ſtate, thy partial lot aſſign'd, 

Bleſt with a genivs and exalted mind : 

Vet in that ſtate thy Honeſt views excel, 

Thy part was Action, and thou acted well. 

What nobler praiſe can H1GH coNDITIoNS thow ? 

What better wealth from worldly honours flow ? 

The ſcene now dropt—the low dramatic o'er, 

Aſſume. thy/elf / and be perplex'd no more. 
| n 8 From 
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From cloudy cares, and buſy throngs remov'd, 
Enjoy that calm thy boſom always lov'd. 
In Virtue's cauſe, thy darling theme, engage 
And charm at once and ſcrutinize our age. 
O let thy Muſe her former {kill renew, 
And bring the pleaſing moral page to view. 
One work like thine entitles more to fame, 
Than all the beers of _—_ ſons can claim, 
When vice, and folly's low deceits are paſt, 
The love of virtue mal hope". at * 


© may this day, whith fo an eagle; 
Prove the bleſt ERA; of thy happieſt years | 
May laſting health defend thy riſing age, 
Be long thy ſojourn on the mortal ſtage ; 
Thy eve of life, unruſſſed and ſerene, al 
Thy /etting ſun, in cloudleſs ſplendor ſeenn 
Whether. ſucceſs my anxious labours crown 
With decent means, to lay thoſe labours down; 
Or Want ſhall till her gloomy fears diſplay, 
And trade engroſs me to my lateſt day; 
Know thou—whate'er the righteous Fates ae 
This heart ſhall e e Ain F — 

r 


bs 
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THOUGHTS on my BlaTH-DAY. 


OU aſk, dear Friend; wha . of age are 
mine? 
Three times three I own, and three times nine; 
And when the dawn again illumes our ſhore, 
*Twill mark my regiſter a twelvemonth more. 
Thus ſtands the date—thus fleeting life I ſhare, 
Too young in wiſdom, yet too old in care! 
Contracted page of all my knowledge gain'd ! 
Thought, wayward ge? * wanders unre- 
ſtrain'd. | 
How little learn I of the mortal Fm ? | 
Why born to die? or why ſojourning here? 
In books I pore, but turn the leaves in vain, / 
Doubts riſe on doubts, _ n _ but 
pain. 
The Learn d I aſk, ale dip e wn 
Each builds his Bable on fome waking dream. 
OrINiox's pride directs their ſelfiſh ſway,  - 
The more they're fix'd, the more I think they ſtray, 
In trifling ſtill the lerter'd tribes contend; 
They nothing know, and yet to Al pretend; 
Preſumptious ſtrive from Nature's plan to go, 
And paſs the bounds preſcrib'd to fouls below. 
Thus 
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Thus rolls my age, midſt fruitleſs ſcearch beguild! 
Each Birth Day comes, and finds me ſtill a child{ 
* "ry 
Yet lo, 8 6Þ cares the dread of want can raiſe, 
That cloud the ſunſhine of my faireſt days! 
By theſe, alas! by theſe-too much controul'd, 
Pho? ſtrong, I'm Wenk; z and tho, but W 5l 
old. | o 


Oft © on'the Jen of life 1 bend the ail, 
Leave the ſafe ſhore, and court each friendly gale z- 
Hopes, golden hopes, awhile each doubt rel. ; 
Intent the hayen of my 2 to gain | 
Steering aloof, the various courſes ys 
Triumphant oer the waves, and diſtant ſæ y. 
Bur ſoon as winds in adverſe tempeſt roar, 
lee the helm, and point the neareſt ſhore: 
The mounting billows mark dreadful way, Y 
Rocks, ſands, and ſhoals, a frightful ſcene Ts 
And refolution yields to wid diſmay. 6 
If chance the horrors of the itorm abate, 
Reviving ſpirits happier thoughts create: 
Invention then wou'd every effort make 
To veer about, and larger offing take; 
But quite embay'd, nor helm, nor ſheet can guids, 


Left to the whir/pool of rhe ſwelling tide : 
X Soon 


15% THOUGHTS ON A BIRTH DAY; 
Soon drives the veſſel on the ſhelving coaſt; 
And life is all the mariner can boaſt: 

If you, dear friend, my ſad dilemmas knew, 
You'd find ny waſtly true. 

What chotivemeias? more aivvew fehomes Itry; 
Mix with the world, and flight the mental joy. 
Gladly the Muſe wou'd arts to pleaſe regain, 
Sooth the griev'd ſoul, and eaſe the breaſt from 

pain 3 5 
With ſoft enchantment win me to remove, 
Charm'd by the themes more worthy of PINE? 
But fixt as fate, each avocation ſeems, £ 
Each nobler paſſion loſt in weak extremes: 
Enflay*d—unable to embrace the light, 
Need wraps fair genius in oblivious night. 


T2 
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VERSES written in the Crvacn-Yar at 
Haltwhiſtie, Northumberland, 


ACRED, O Friendſhip / thy immortal flame, 
Years fly o'er years, and thou art ſtill the ſame. 
Time's hoary hand, that cou'd deface this ſtone, . 

Where Damon's oft-repzat:d name was known, 

Yields to thy power:—Beyond all human art, | 
The ſtronger ſculpture of a feeling heart ! 

In early days, I mourn'd the /ripling's fate, 

My ſorrow poignant, as my loſs was great. 

With fair ELulss A on the flow'ry plain, 

Sad STREPHON breath'd the ſoft elegiac ſtrain *.. 
The nymph long fled, — the pleaſing ſkill remov'd, 

Alone Remembrance tells how much I lov'd. 

Oh let me image in the faithful mind, 

All thoſe perfections I was wont to find! 

Bleſt tho? thou art, in ſome celeſtial ſphere, 

My Damon, ſtill thou muſt inhabit here; 

Here in this heart, o'er which my hands are laid, 

That hath ſuch frequent ing tribute paid; 

Nor cares, nor age, the grateful warmth deſtroy, 

The man approving what ſo charm'd the be. 

| Yes. 


* Allulinz to the Paſtoral Elegy, Srarrhox and 
Eu ulis sa. See page 7 of this Hel. ) 8 


| 
{| 
| 


* 
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Yes—let me draw thy memorable truth, 
The. manly honour which ſo grac'd thy youth: 
Deſigns ſo honeſt, with a hope ſo free, 


Too early loſk!—lott to the poor and Me. 


Chance, which hath led me to thy humble grave, 
Prepares a change my fancy long'd to have. 
Drawn by the ſweetneſs of the lengthen'd day, 
O'er riſing fields, and moſſy wilds I ſtray : 

My flocks, and herds, with filent pace to tend, 
And from anxieties a while unbend. 

The luck be mine, whilſt here acquaintance grow, 
To find the love of ſocial virtue flow ; 

To find—diſpers*d around yon northern Tyxe, 
Men bleſt with hearts, with fouls upright as thine: 
Like thee, diſdaining ev'ry meaner aim, | 


Founding on equity their future fame! of St 
| 1767. 


— em 


" EPIGRAM on 450 D F. AT H 7 
CHURCHILL. 


S VIS TVE and SATYR were W along, 
Each muſing on CHURCH!L1,, and charm'd 
with his ſong; 
Pert Vice, and gay Folly, by chance crofs'd their 
Way, 
And aſk'd if they'd heard the great news of the 
day? 


Of What? ſaid each goddeſs—the gipſies reply'd. 


& Your champion hath laid his keen weapons aſide. 
And now all our ſons —we declare to your faces, 
Again ſhall ſhine forth, with their Lords and their 
Graces. - . . 
For where is the muſe, or the laſh they need dread, 
Since Youxs. is quite ſilent, and CnvRcHii.l. 
| quite dead?“ 


* 


AFP 


MOTTO in my BATH HUTYF,, ac 
| HELMED ON. 


ACRED | to Health and 8 s powers, 
Be this lone Hutt, and thoſe ſurrounding 
bowers: 
That ſpring, ſo cool! falubrious balm beſtow, 
And ſoftly purling, never ceaſe to flow. 
May no rude hands the humble Bath remoye, 
But Numbers live, its kind effafts to prove! 
Its kinds effects one grateful ſwain ſhall tell, 
Who early ſigh'd with health and peace to dwell: 
HEALTH! 1 apt er he here rejoic'd to 
find, 
And here he held his happieſt peace of mind: 
That Peace too oft diſturb'd in Life's alarms, | 
Still bleſt him here with all her lenient charms. 
| | 176g 
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on S. WALTER BLACKETT, 
When Mavox of Newcaſtle, 


ls right, my Muſe, ſuch men demand our 
T Praiſe, | 
The pride—the credit of theſe — . : 
Capacious ſouls! who ſeem with Gops to vie, 
Beaming like Phoebus from a boundleſs ſky. 
With bounty bleſt, with bounteous will they give, 
Thro' hem the luckleſs ſmile, the needy live. 
Happy the land where full eſtates they own, 
Happy were theſe poſleſs'd by /uch alone! 


Happieſt for Barroxs, when Thoſe wealth com- 
mand, | | 


Who bear the generous heart, and liberal hand. 


Behold the Magiſtrate whom few tranſcend, 
The private Comforter ! the public friend! 
See him to office add ſuperior grace, 

Honour to honours ;, dignity to place: 

To titles meaning, and a worth transfer, 

The princely Baronet, the Northern Star 
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I Hear thee Muſe, but cari'ſt tou 20705 to ne 

Where friends refuſe to point the dubious way? 
Whoeves here, in thoughts abſtracted riſe, | 
Maſt ſoon relinquiſh, nor expect the prize? 
For trade alone, each active native glows, e 
Fach fon of learniug, other paſtime knows: 
All think it belt to be to earth confin'd, 
Nor heed what paſſes in a Poct's mind. 
To moral-ſcience, ſo ſipinehj prone, | 
Tho' bleſt with CLovzr, he was hardly known!” 
And SyeNncer's copious fancy ne'cr cou'd claim 
From honours here—the ſmalleſt wreaths, of fame. 
Then let me watch, kind Muſe, the various tides, 


Drive with the ſtream, and aft as es e 


M U.S E. 


Am I for ever thus to urge in vain; 
Who ſide with peace, nor wou'd promote a pain ? 
Your thorny care, and intervening ſtrife, 
Spring from the poor neceſſities of life.; 
| | Nor 


— — — 
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Nor can aught here the dire effects remove, 
Save Independence, and the Peace you love : 
Peace can at times her-balmy bliſs beſtow, - 
But Independence you may never know. 
Then why the /ure uncertainty expect, 
And joy, you ſometimes can acquire, neglect? 
What if the Tyxz no inſpiration yield, 
We know, the walks in each delightful field ; 
Where rural ſweetneſs gives the grateful mood, 
And nature charms in guiltleſs ſolitude. 
T hither, at ſeaſons, let my Carr invite 
T o moral ſong, and rational delight. 
Oft have you thought, whate'er events befel, 
If. bleſt with filence in your oak-ſpread cell, 
None happier breath'd! The firm reflecting mind 
Was all compoſure, were your muſe but kind. 


AUT HO RR 
Yes, I have felt thy ſmile ,—confe/ thy power, 
When warmly thoughtful-in the ſerious hour. 
Twice, I eſſay'd to ſing of Love's alarms, 
The Vourn's affections, and the VI R Ix's charms , 
Twice diſregardful of my tender age, | 
I dar'd to venture on the Tragic-Stage. 


Say for what end theſe early labours came? 


Where the reward of promis*d wealth, or fame ? 
"5 The 
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The firſt Impre/ſions—to the public ſhewn, 
Read by how few! and patroniz'd by none! 
The ſcenes of action, —all neglected lye, 
Unknown to GAaRRICK, or the Critick's eye. 
In vain did Wib——y vouchſafe his ſmile, 
And learned RobERT SON correct my ſtyle : 


— 


In vain did SPENCER alter, and commend, 


In vain the wiſhings of each private friend. 
Beſides—how raſh my efforts to prevail, 

If intereſt and genius both ſhou'd fail ? 
No—honeſt Muſe !—thy importuning ceaſe, 

I rate no profits from ſuch works as thele : - 
*Tis right to caution, not from truth to ſwerve, 
But bring me money! —or behold me ſtarve ! 

So circumſtanc'd in theſe commercial days, 
Mine muſt be woollen, not ideal bays. |: | 


M US$ E. 


To wealth, or honours, I ſhall ne'er pretend, 
Nor gold I promiſe, nor what gold can ſend. 
If wretched avarice your wiſh controul, 
To ſome dark Shylock ſtrict attach your ſoul; 
Mark the nice plans, from whence his plenty flows, 
Be wiſe in all the cunning ſchemer knows; 
Like him graſp money—if the means you ſee, 


But grow leſs honeſt—and no longer free: 


Tool 
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Tool to the creature's overbearing pride, 


Mean ſlave ! whom Knavery can fo dudtile guide! 


Or if ſome better man you'd copy fair, 

Mark what the rules of lov'd Mixurius are! 
From ſmall beginnings, lo, his fortunes riſe ! 

The few fay prudent! and the world ſays wile! 
How bleſt, cou'd you the like ſucceſſes find, 

How ſmall the purchaſe % of peace of mind: 4 
Go try, and ev'ry latent art explore, 

Try to grow rich, and be yourſelf no more.— 
Yet, after all, if ſuch your ſtation here, | 


That gain muſt be your hope, and wan? your fear; 


Purſue what needful induſtry commends, 
And ſeek in throngs the neceſſary friends; 
But ſtill ſome moments of your life devote 
To nobler views, and more exalted thought. 


I mean to bring you—from fair ReasoN's throne, 


The ſweets of mental harmony alone 

What tho? no «wealth reward the pleaſing toil, 
Feel you not heaven in AroLLo's ſmile ? 
Attend,—attend my Call! and free rehearſe _ 
Familiar.dialogue in eaſy verſe. | 


AUTH O R. 


Blefs me, how ſtrange, how foreign to ſublime 


To make grave moderns ſpeech away in rh yme. 
Wa 
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What think*ſt thou will the monthly people ſay, 
Who palm Reviews, and hawk their ſenſe away 
Their readers too—throughoutthe plain and tow: ' 
Who cannot form a judgement of rheir own ? 
Think, what a glorious butt for ſuch we make, 
What food. of grinning ? brought for laughter”: 
ſake; * 41 
What nice addition to the hodge - podge meat, 
For thoſe who cooł it, and for thoſe. who eat? 
No view the publiſher's regard to claim, 
Nought from the pack to buy a decent fame 
What fate mult follow ſuch a wayward ſcheme! 
Sure, zealous Musk, thy call is but a dream? 


' 


M U 8 E. 


DRvprx, the ſweeteſt poet of his time, 
HFath wrote, you know, whole tragedies in rhyme; 
And Pops, the bard by you ſo much admir'd, 
Hath ſung in rhyme what HouER's muſe inſpir'd: 
Turn to each living page, each fair deſign, 
There ſce the Graces and the Virtues ſhine : + 
Confeſs the praiſes, which to each belong, 
The lore of truth, the energy of ſong! _ 
Of more we need not tell—let theſe ſuffice, 
Were they not poets, critics, learn'd and wiſe ? 
With /uch ſhall low compilers eber be nam'd, 


By hom tis equal be you prais'd or blam'd : 
Their 
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Their commendation poor delight can bring, 
Their frequent cenſures, without truth or ſting. 
What tho' your muſe can never hope to gain 
The heighth of Pope's or peerleſs Dryden's ſtrain; 
Vet -in deſpight of folly, and of pride, 
You may declare on ſacred VigTvue's ſide 

If not profeſſion—interyals of choice 
Bid you attend—attend to reaſon's voice. 

But vain my pleading, ſince you ſeem inclin'd 
' To flight the pleaſures of a muſing mind.; 
Better I leave you on this darken'd ſhore, 
And never teaze—and never call you more. 


AUTH OR. 

Nay, not ſo far! again I'll yield to write, 
The rather than my muſe deſert me quite. 
Thoſe hours, at leaſt, which ſo delightful be, 
On rural plains, I will devote to thee / 
If long my part, upon the mortal ſtage, 
Thy ſmiles may chear the winter night of age; 
Then too, perhaps, fair peace may guild my days, 
Charm'd with the ſweets my HELMEDON diſplays; 
The keen anxieties of trade be o'er, 
Nor world perplex, nor want alarm me more! 
Tho” bold the thought, in ſuch precarious vie w, 
Sure 'tis no crime to hope to find it true. 
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Bt ; GOVERNOR. 


EMURS forever, ard forever ſill? I 
Whence your objection is it want 5 ill! ? 7 


© NC AUTHOR. 
8 


Worn and perplex'd by everlaſting care,, S& 
How ſhou'd this breaſt the Muſe?; rapture? 8 ſhare! ? 
How can I now from earthly ſcenes remoye, 

To grafp at glory in the ſpheres above? 
Ah no, my friend! ſublimer themes deſtroy 
Each bright idea, and each heartfelt joy: 
The faculties,” to meaner views confin'd, 
Inactive leave the long neglected mind. 3 


» 
; 45 


GOVERNOR. 


To bid you catch the phrenzy of the times, 
With fools write wills, and codicils, in rhymes; 
On worth and virtue, baſe aſperſions throw; 
Thro' folly make the wretched numbers flow. 
This did we aſk—you might with reaſon blame, 
And leave to ſuch the viſionary fame ! | 
But better plans, and purer thoughts engage; 


Fair CHARITY invites you to the ſtage! 
There 
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There to behold her ſocial friends unite, 

Whom goodneſs moveth, and her charms delight. 
| AUTHOR. 


Whatever benefit this night may bring, 


I praiſe the cauſe, from * whence ſuch motives 


ſpring. 
Whatever genius firſt dcp the plan, 
ILV it chriſtian and a friend to man: 
Ves from its birth—approv'd the fair deſign, 
And ſung the bleſſing to the ſons of Tyne. 
But now—let filence o'er each wiſh remain— 
Ahe warmth I fee] no language can explain. 


GOVERNOR. 


But then the poor, whom kind relief hath bleſt, 
The poor, Wou'd have their gratitude expreſt: 
Expreſt to zheſe, from whom the mercies flow, 
Each conſcious boſom wou'd its feelings ſhow, 


AUTHOR, 


Urge, urge no more—the poor ſhall haye my mite, 


I will contribute to this gracious night, 


[ Comes forward. 
Hail, worthy guardians ! by whoſe bounteous toil 


Miſery finds reſt, and I 22 to Tile. | 


I cone 4 
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come from thoſe, who once oppreſt with grief, 
Are now the objects of your kind relief: , 
To you, and All; who ſhare the generous part, 

E ach yields the tribute of a grateful heart. 
Thouſands / who late your needful aid implor'd, 


Are now again to long loſt health reſtor'd. 


If there be ſome, your goodneſs cou'd not ſave, 


At leaſt ye ſmoothd their paſſage to the grave; 


HBleſt with your care, they ſtill on hope rely'd, 


They bore with patience, and ſerenely dy'd! 
Such good effects from pious acts proceed; 
This is, O friends! benevolence indeed! 


The poor, alas, in every age, we find 
Have need of ſuccour, in each various kind! 
Invading ſickneſs, caſualties, and pain, 
Oe'r human life ſtill ſhed the deadly bane; 
No virtue guards, all ranks muſt ſubject be, 


Vet ſtill the poorer in the worſt degree ! 


Health once impair'd, wha refuge can ſupport, 


Except compaſſion from the happier ſort ! 
From theſe benign the auſpicious omens flow, 


The dawn of hope, to chear the night of woe! 
"Tis theirs. to ſtay each ſad expreſſive figh; 
To calm the painful breaſt, to raiſe the languiſh*d - 


eye. 


. The pleaſing toil a laſting peace ſecures, 


And lo, my friends, this pleaſing toil is—is yours | 
Ye 
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Ye learn'd/! ye wiſe! ye wealthy! and ye fair! 
See all ambition—all perfection there: 
See learning, wiſdom, beauty -underſtood, 
Are but conſiſtent in our doing goad. 
Whatever fancy in her flights may claim, 
Here blooms the laurel, and the brighteſt fame. 


Hail benefactors, hail! in every ſtate, 
To do, as ye have done, is truely great ! 
O let us cheriſh to the lateſt day, 

A charity, that can ſuch peace convey 
A work, from whence the poor ſuch bleſſings find, 
And {till /upport what was ſo well deſign'd: | 
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' To the MEMORY of the late 
CAPTAIN ROBERT HILTON. | 


? IS not that nature bids the tear to flow, 
IT Tis not that cuſtom calls for modes of woe 

'Tis not that birth congenial tempers gave, 

I come—lamenting a' er thy mouldering grave; 

Such languid grief the world hath amply ſhewn, 

The humbleſt bear it, and the proudeſt own. 

But mine the paſſion which improves with years, 

Which /miles on life, and all its trifling cares: 
* Bids 


- 


t5o ON MRS DOROTHY PROCTOR, 
Bids the full heart with gen'rous warmth-extend, 
And mourn in thee, the brother and the friend, 


I name not now, thy harſh untoward fate, 


When honour prompted to be good and great; 
How croſs'd in youth, when coming fortune ſmil'd, 


How to thy lateſt hour with flattering hopes 


beguil'd ! 


No matter now !—ſublimer luſtres ſhine, | 
That beam for ſouls ſo great, ſo juſt as thine. 
Thy memory, ſacred in this feeling breaſt, 
Shall there with CLio's and FiptL1o's reſt. 
Ere long the muſe, eſcap'd to ſylvan plains, | 
Shall paint your virtues in her native ſtrains. 
Peace to thy ſhade, and to thy fame regard, 
Thou ſoar'ſt at laſt, where merit meets reward. 


On wy DEATH of the late 
Mrs PROCTOR, of Canvilis. 


"OW oft has Fortune ſhed her golden ſmiles 
On puny Worldlings, loſt in artful wiles ; 
Whoſe narrow ſchemes inferior orbdeonfine, 
Far from the paths of eminence divine ! "4 
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As when from dung the mirky vapours riſe, 

Loiter in air, and never reach the ſkies : 

But when they fell to DoroTHE A's ſhare, 

Fuſtice and truth their mild aſſent declare: 

Pure Charity her ſocial warmth regain'd, 

And copious: Bounty bleſſed unreſtrain'd: 

Pale Want and Mi iſery felt their pains reliey' d, 

Ev'n Friendſhip's felt more generous views con- 

ceiv'd, * 

Yes—ProcTor' s hand, and noble heart conjoin? 4 

To prove the graces of a female's mind ; 

To prove that Beauty's but the ſecond care, 

Meant to adorn, and to engage the fair! 

Intrinſick worth! beyond the world's controul, | 

Secures that merit which can win the ſoul. © 

Death! thou haſt added to thy triumphs here, 

Call'd virtue, honour, prudence, to thy ſphere ; | 

But Time impartial ſhall the trophies raiſe,  .. 

Perpetuate deeds, that ſo deſerve our praiſe ! 

Whate'er events the fleeting hours ſupply, 

My muſe forbids ſuch worth ſhou'd ever dye. 
77 


6 
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IL AD T. DA, 1771. 
BE TSEV and SOPHRONIA. 
OME Brrszv, let us walk abroad, 

If one kind foot hath track'd the roard ; 8 
And climbing yonder hill's flope ſide, | 
From thence behold the floods divide: 

The learn'd in ſeaſons us'd to ſay, 

Fair Sate approach'd at Lavy-Dav! 
But now on Lady- Day we find 

A ſtorm of froſt, and ſleet, and wind: 


Alround tlie dreary profpetts ſhewn, 
As if ſtern winter mark*d i it for his own. 


How piereing cold? che row how deep: 
The gales in hollow murmurs ſweep. 
Dark miſts Hang oer the vales below, 
The hills ſeem dreſt in caps of ſnow: 

The meeting clouds à fall portend, 

Where will che vernal tempeſt end! 
My BeTszy, wrap our cloaks aright, 
Nor ſhiver at the inclement ſight ; 

For All a mighty God diſplays, 

Glorious midſt winter, as in ſummer days. 


Bleſs me, how chang'd! the Sun appears, 
His beam the anxious boſom chears ! 
get; | 
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Yes, in one moment, how we find 

The ſweet alternative of mind! 

Behold a radiance !—ſpread ſo wide] 

We now may caſt our cloaks afide: 

Tis warm—delightful! ſoon forgot ky 

Each riſing fear, each chilling thought; 
The birds our eaſy raptures join, 

With us'they feel, and. own a hand divine. 


O BeTsey! whillt in life we move, 
Let Nature's Gob attract our love ; 
In every ſeaſon, every ſphere, 
We have his goodneſs to revere! | 
No matter what the worldlings claim, 
The men of commerce, youths of fame— — 
The courtiers, who aſpire to rule, 
The vain, uataught in reaſon's ſchool 3 
If laſting innocence but ſhine, | 
A ſpring eternal will be. yours and mine, 


We VERNAL SONG. 
OUNG Col, blith as ſwain cou'd be, 
Once ſat him down in heartfelt glee; 


Near where diſtinguiſh'd crouds paſs'd by, 
All glaring | on the public eye; 


He 
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Ile tun'd his vacal reed, to play 

A welcome to the ſmiles of May; 
And leering at the ſhining throng, 
He meditates his VERNAI. SONG. 


Sartre, bedeck'd in honeſt pride, 
Then plac'd her by the ſhepherd's ſide, 
And bade him, ere *twas late, beware, 
What theme he choſe ſhou'd be his care; 
In riſing fancy what his aim, | 
If true ambition ſoar'd to fame A 
For Fools and Ana vet, commix'd in throng, 
Will here attend thy VERNAL SoNd. 


« To pleaſure ſuch, lay truth aſide, 
Obſerve the ſtreams of Taſbion's tide : 
Nor ſing thou of fair Virtue here, : i 
Of rules, which /age and <o0i/e revere: 60 
Stern morals, that the will confine, 
The thoughts which lift to bliſs divine; 
If ſuch thy aim, the modiſh throng 
Will only . thy VERNAL SONG, 


« Yes, o'er courts, and courtiers, caſt he vel, 
Reſound Pofterity a tale; 
Tell them, we live in happy times, 
Free from knavery, and as free from crimes; 
4 . 


THE VERNAL SONG. 


Fair Lizzy no foe needs dread, 
We've peace and plenty grown inſtead. 
Whilft / thou charm'ſt the modiſh throng, 
All will applaud thy VERNAL Sons. 


ff yet ſucceſs thy wiſhes warm, 

For once, let vice and folly charm. 
Draw the imps in colours new, 

Milky white, and azure blue. 
Burleſque at HymeNn's ſacred zone, 
Exult on boundleſs love alone: | 
Strike thus the key, to gain the throng, 
Or ne'er attempt thy VERNAL SoNG.“ 


CoLin bluſh'd, and cry'd in haſte, 
I will not, Sa ryx, moments waſte— - 
Not waſte, on falſities like theſe, 
No—let the hireling willings pleaſe ; 
Let me remove to rural plain, 

And claſp in heart ſweet Truth again; 
At once forget the modiſh throng, 
And blameleſs breath my Ver.NAL Sono. 
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The New COLLIN and PHOEBE. 
T RUE HayeiNess walking one day on the 
la 


wn, | 

Where Nature's ſweet carpet by Flora was drawn; 

Where CoLLix and Pros delighted to rove, 

Health and Peace both attending to heighten their 
| love: | : | 

Contentment, with Innocence cloſe by her ſide, 

The hopes and the wiſh of each boſom to guide. 


Proud Wealth all at once, in a Thunder of ſtate; 
With equipage, ſervants, and creſt elevate ; 
Came ratling imperious along the ſmooth way, 

In ſplendor outvying the beams of the day : 
Nor Col LIN, nor Pfoz RR, nor beauties ſhe ſaw; 
Blown Faſhion ran formoſt, and Will was the law. 

In the train was diſtinguiſh*d, delightfully crown'd, 
A figure like that which in CE BEs is found; | 
Falſe-learning reſounding thro? clarions before, 

„ This—this is True Happineſs / mortals adore 4 
But Reaſon's bright eye ſoon diſcover'd the ſhade, 


And ſaw twas a Phantom, by wild fancy led. 
ä Plan 


COLLIN AND PHOEBE aw 


Plain CoLLin and PHoxse then ſtood in ſurpriſe, 


Admiring.the ſugws, bur ſa not he, diſguite 3 
On Wealth, and her ſplendor, their wiſhes {till ras 


Their hopes of obritning that moment began; 

O cou'd they but Join in che glorious n 

How bliſsfuP their lives; dio Uſtinguith'd heir 
ſphere! 08 tamil bis Sto t 


Health andyeace borbrhen pledge kater 


ſtrain, q gon 194 200) ae Hg 2297 


Are your days ieee on this chan 


plain? A ww7il cid} vileon bu 
Contentment and innocence jon 1 in the theme, 
Why wauw'd yu relinquiſh ius uſt ſor a dt 

| A dream—and wy r be own find Ste 


true o 17 2005112529 u Af , 


We have told it to ger, and now tell it vou! 


Tzuz Harrnerss here with Greet Aſpect re. 
ply'd, : 12 7 07 10 ] Milan 2 


5 


From theſe ſhall my-Frioz Bu ad- (Cbl ln divkle? | 


Ah no! let kind fate his zuſt law interpoſe; 

If drawn from /uch life they muſt Happineſs loſe : 

For know, nymphs and ſwains, of each various 
degree, 


In ſtations like 7hir yon can 67y fd me. 
1772. 
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f DIN A now my ſtay confines, 
I ſee ſome beauties glow 3 


Her language yet no thought refines, 
But ſenſe and firncſs flow. 


What England is; might Scotland be, 
Were all her ſons but true ; 0 
Wou'd they the proper colours ſee, = 

| And really ſhine True Blue. 


Wou'd they no more theo climates am, 
From buſh to buſh like bees z: wh A 
But mark that excellence at home, 5 

Which each Impartial ſees. | 


= - There wou'd they ſtrive the arts to rale, 
2B The native foil to try; 
18 | — — | 
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EXCLAMATION. 


LESS me, ye Gods! i in what lange ane, 125 
[ live, | 
When facred viniue Gies d ruin gire! 
When Honeſty heart - feeling pangs endures, 85 
And ſage Good - ſenſe is loſt in trifling hours; 
The muſes, cheriſh'd in great Anna's days, 
Now droop neglected, nor aſpire at praiſe : 
Fair LIBER T, that bade our ſouls excel, 
Juſt leans ſupine, to take her laſt farewel, 
Religion, form'd for man's eternal good, 
How much abus'd ! how ſlightly underſtood! 
Sweet modeſty the bluſhful maſk forgoes, | 
And ev'n benevolence can ereate her foes. 
Who means his neighbour or his friends to ſerve, 
Muſt run the riſque to ſee his children ſtarve; 
X Whe 
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Who now wou'd with by luck- got wealth to rule, 
Mut be that paradox — A knave and fool. 


1 (porn dy-gruths, ohr preſen age vil yu. 


The Are may mark, and eh ſeal them donn. 


2 W ONT ES Bs thy. Ga — 


FABLE THE FIRST. 
OVE' D. at the miſeries of life, 


Coroding cares, hbeart- breaking it ; 
The ſcuds in each commercial ſpbere, BE | | 
j 


The fage Drocewss let fall a ng vil 1 


Cali d forts fraffar-cloſe of dann 


And flegrawalic'd his dplirary ways {font god 
* £2801 Off 11 1 513 11 1 F 41 A 
Where Tre tho ſweeping Mit s o'er taint =: 
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Which many à coaſting Pilot kuowẽ-˖ ; “ 


Where rocks, befring'd wirh woods, hang oer 
The paſſing rides; on either ſlore 11, 10 
He ſtopt him ſhort in thoughtiſul mood. 
His eyes transſixed on the flood; BYE Hen wol 
Till fable night came deeper on ns} 
All noiſe and interruption gone. 
So diſtant from the cenſuring crowd, 1 241 © LU 
His voice-deelar'd his thoughts aloud; „ t N 
4 When 
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When Echo, from each edvern round, 
On wind and waves retürn'd the Joungy | 
And not alone the ſound they bore, A idr 2 N 


But accents, {till expreſſing more; 


With meaning, and with truth endow?d,, -/ _ 
On which this dialogue enſu'd. 
* 131595 238 uU 1 fn agilen nes 22 7 


DIOGENRS. 
What's life withont a Friend? 
E C HO. | 
Ness! Deſp ir! 2 
Mere fleeting clouds, 0 empty air. 


Dοο nomine 


What's love without a friend? 
ENHO/ 10 blog i hum yes 
Deceit! 
Unſocial files, and all a cheat. 


DIOGENES. 


The world, unprun'd by friendſhip! 8 i. 
E CHO. 


A vilderneſs af knayes and foss. 
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W ieee 
Why is this Mongy valued ſo? 
xc 
nnn r. 
DIOGENES. 
What can relieve when Duns are cruel? | 
_ ECHo., 
Money! money brings the joel. 
DIOGENES. 
Sacrs have al it droſs and clay ! 
| E CHO. 
No matter—money paves the way. 
vpirooxzs 
Say, muſt it gold or filver be? 
** ECHO, | 


\ 14 


Alike—if equal in degree. 


DIOGENES. 

cas : Paper magic ka the prize ? 
ECHO. 

© Reep! keep your money, if yowre wiſe, 


MODERN 'DIOGENES, 


.DIOGENES. 
What if 1 want religions ray ? 
Ech. 


Search for this fancied droſs and dar. 5 


DIOGENES. 

Or if I want the law's defence? 
| s 

S 

ä D10OGE NES. 
Shov'd ſickneſs call the dofor's fall? 
| ECHO. oY 

Prepare the leaf thar guilds the pill. 
DIOGENES, 


Sure not religion ?—ſlrange! exceeding ! 


ECHO. 


Lukewarm preaching ! flothful reading! 


DIOGENES. 
But as to law, you muſt be wrong? 
"ECHO. 
Then aſk the fad expacienc'd throng; 
Aſk how Guineas can prevail, 
Of thouſands in and out of jail. 
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Dio GENES. 
And phyſie too? ſalubrious art rat 1 1 d 
24630. 
Give gold the falwtary-yarts.. CO tit: wed ** 


The wond'rous metal can unbind 


The lawyer's, Doctor's, Parſon? s mind] 


$ 42435390 - O K 5 3 EW f I 10 
DIOGENES. 


Ye Gods! of what could I complain? = 

5 Deen mil 117 and o 
The preſent ? or ſome future reign? 

Cxxic, look x whole ages oer, ani binds 
You'll find it now as Fas before / | 


en! 10 GENES,” 5 913 26018 


Suppoſe we grant AL.PHONs0 money ? IT 
, 010 
FCHO - 
: zee 24 20 2 2 10 
He'll retails 508 milk 1 


DIO GEN N E S. 
Ter only fate enough to bie? nee 


Then he'll prove what — * H . 71 
DIOOGENEsS. 
The fetters which have, gall'd him aan De nadT 
Can money n O von A 
TRA boy i beftuord; K 
As truth is ſtrong. 
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 Dr6GrNTs. 
And durſt he then the Graces follow? 
| 5 8 ECHO. 
As ſure as Homzr did AyoLLo. 
| DIOGENES., 
Should we from Tomo take his money 
| ors WEIS 
Expect not thence or milk or honey. 
„ TT 
But leave him {till a fit ſupply ? 
| A 
You'll a narrow foul deſcry : 
 ,,,DIOGENES. | 
Juſt for a while withdraw the treaſure, 
And weigh by reaſon's equal meaſure ? 
4 
A tawny heart you'll {till ſurpriſe, 
And more the wretched wretch deſpiſe, 
235 _ DIOGENES. | | 
Bleſs me, ye Gods! if it be ſo, 
Compaſſion pity human woe ! 


; IEF Y ECHO. 
Pity!—yes in times fo hard, 
When few petitions meer regard, 
; B b | 


> © 
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DIOGENES. 


But pity from the Gods deſcends, 


ECHO. 
Then, Cynic, make thoſe Gods your friends. 
DIOGENES. 
This dreſt and clay divide me moſt, 
To think that VI R ru ſhould be loſt ; 
To think that friendſhip ſhould decline, 
Ev'n on the ſocial banks of Tyne! | 


| ECHO. 
I tell you money muſt be ſhewn, 


If Worth and Virtue you'd have known. 


DIOGENES, 
And ſhall a knave from thence be greg: ? 


ECHO. 
Yes, give him coffers and e/ftate. © 
DIOGENES. 
Firm patience can no longer bide, 
I'll leave this faint-refleting tide : 
»Tis time, fond Echo, now we part, 
And bid adieu. 725 


ECHO. 
With w_ heart, 


MODERN DIOGENES. 


"POET. 


The Sage chen left the peaceful hore, 
And ſought the hoſpitable door. 


ECHO, 
That is, he turn'd on willing feet, 
And lodg'd in honeſt D——'s retreat. 


FABLE | THE SECOND. 
URORA, from the fount of day, 
Brought the ſocial hours away; 
She beam'd along the azure main, 
And lighted ev'ry hill and plain. 
The /ignal glanc'd on Chanticleer, 
Whoſe ſhrilneſs reach'd the Sacz's ear; 
The Sace from downy ſlumbers role, 
And dreſs'd, an carly walk he choſe; 


Where HeeourNn-HALL fo long has ſtood, 


Cloſe in the covert of a wood. 

But Echo, even there was found, 

And ſtill ſhe fent him more than ſound, 
DIOGENES. 

If virtue cannot ſave, what then? 


ee 
Coin money if you'd Jive with men. 


ö 18 7 
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DIOGENES. 
When honeſty ſuch pangs endures : 


en : 
Thoſe pangs the ſacred foſſil cures. 


DIOGENES. _ 
Alas! when ſage good-ſenſe is loſt ? 
E CHO. 
Good-ſeaſe i is now in getting * : 


DIOGENES. | 
What get it, though we inne e . 


1 
ECHO. 


So modern volley commends. 

There are—I've heard a Being ſay, 
Who eat and drink their friends away; 
Who ſet at nought each ſacred tye, . 
But hug, and all eee enjoy. 


 DIOGENES. 
And _ benevolence too yield ? _ 
LS {CO Tg 
Commanding wealth has ſwept the field, 
' DIOGENES. 
Shall moral-duties then be paſt, 
And the kind generous heart lye waſte ? 


os BONE CYME 


Har abtain this wealth f 


ECHO. 
Go ſtudy knavery—ſecres Kealth, 


DIOGE NES, 
If equity, and upright dealing, | aol, 
Avail us not ? 5 5 3 
2 co. | YT 


Dion 
To what ſure 2 can we draw? 


ECHO, 

The letter, or the quirks of law! 

 DIOGENE'S.” 
What? tread in paths we know are wrong, 
If there be truth in ſacred ſong? 

. EC Ho. 

To ſacred ſong, my friend, you'l find | 
Not one in twenty bend their mind; 
The two great doctrines made ſo Plain, 
They only read, to read again; 
In faithful practice ſtill but learners, 
For all your lateſt quaint diſcerners. 
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-  DIOGENES. 

Why did we long for days of peace? 

Her Olives bear not fruits like theſe! 

Tho? Diſſipation take the lead, 

She can't o'er all the iſland ſpread. 

And ſhall her vices e' er controul 

The nobler temper of the ſoul? 

Is poverty ſo frightful grown? 


ECHO. 


Few dare the haggid ſpectre own ; 
At her, integrity ſhall fhrink, | 
With half the folk who talk and think. 


DIOGENES, 2939s 
In Reigns like this, we'd beſt withdraw 
And ſeek retreat? r 
Scene. 
In Nature's law! 
DIOGENES. 
Drop—drop the ſubje&—theme « of woe 1 
I knew a man ? | 
"ECHO, 
 Jorn Jawzs Rovaazau? | 


MODERN DIOGENES. 
DIOGENES. 
A man! that well the truth has told, 


ECHO, 
Not much obſery'd by young or old. 


DIOGENES. | 
This hone/# man hath roundly ſaid 


Some things, that prove true honour dead, 


In theſe our times.—He bold aſſerts 
We've empty heads! corrupted hearts! 


ECHO. 


And yet thoſe hearts and heads ſucceed, 
Whilſt worth is left in want to bleed. 


DIOGENES. 
What can ſuch paradox imply 
In common ſenſe? 
| E CHO. 
Get gold, or die! 


DIOGENES. 


_ Rovsseav, proceeding ſtill the ſame, 
Declares how moderns are to blame; 
He proves, to cleareſt demonſtration, 


There live, in almoſt eyery nation, 


19 


A few 


— — —_ —— 


*. 
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A few, with over plenty choaking, 
Whilſt thouſands ſtarve thro*want* 
| ECH 0. ; 

ing! 

DIOGENES, | 

Ye Cods! how ſhall we reconcile 
Such contradiction? 


ECHO. 


Walk awhile. 


Though not ſo proud as him ot old, 

In preſence of a victor bold! 

Who dar'd that conqueror's proffers ſnun, 
And value more the beaming ſun! 
Yet Echo had perplex'd his thought, 
And many anxious doubtings brought. 
But ſtern PILosopHx aroſe, 8 
And bade him ſpurn at virtue's foes. 
Whate'er the world, or worldings ſay, 
She mov'd air virtue is the way! 

He own'd, but cou'd not then reſume, 
His ſpirits caſt too-dcep a gloom, 


— . ¶ —Ä —— — — —— af 
. 


Juſt as he turn'd him to be gone, 
He ſaw a lovely Babe trip on, 
To 


4 
1 1 
— 

— 


MODERN DIOGEN EAS. 19; 
To meet him with her ſmiles and glee, 
6% The clock had ſtruck the hour of tea; 
She liſp'd him how the breakfaſt waited, 
And all her little Errand prated. 


Chang'd in a moment, thought was mild, 
He ran to claſp the darling child 
Her little tender hand he preſt Fo 
With tranſport, to his feeling breaſt. | | 


DIOGENES. 


O if ſweet innocence like thine, 
Enrich my friends in life's decline, 
Of worldly wealth they need no ſtore, 
This—this will ſave when ſtorms are o'er ; 
And may ſuch innocence improve, 
With every ſuffering friend I love. 

EC 
He brought the Babe where Gueſts attended, 
And thus the ſecond Fable ended. 


aw. 
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FABLE THE THIRD. 


HE ſerious Sac again we find 
Immers'd in deep-reflecting mind, 

Where the known Park extends its grounds, 

And Tyne beſprinks their northern bounds. | 

Acroſs, the hanging meads we ſpy, 

And Byker- Turret meets the eye. 


On moſſy turf he ſat him down, 
Whilſt Phœbus vaulted to his noon; 
Still on the flood his looks were bent, 
And ſhew'd the brow of diſcontent: 
At Others woe his boſom burns, 15 
Now rage or pity move by turns. 


DIOGENES. 
TTis melancholy, after all, 


To think whole families ſhou'd fall! 
So late at eaſe in affluent ſtate, 
Caſt off the taunts of rich ? 


xcHo. 


And great! 
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| 

| 

DIOGENES. | 
Fond buſy Echo leave me now, | 
| 


- 
- — —— 


To ſolemn ſilence. 


ECHO. 
Loft in view. 
DIOGENES, 

Bane as the yenom of a toad, 
See evil /ander :rawls abroad; 
How full the frothy poiſon ſpreads, 
From lawleſs tongues ? unfurniſh'd heads? 
How keen her wretched votaries ſeem! 
How perfect in the pleaſing theme! 
From he, or ſhe, who deal in large, 
To he or ſhe who tails the charge. 
| Are ſuch for happineſs deſign'd, 
Who thus debaſe the human mind! F. 
Lyons once ſick, each Aſs, we find 
Can bray before— 

ECHO. 

And kick behind 

The hare once preſt, what numbers fly? 
How few of many friends come nigh? 
Where are thoſe friendſhips, dearly bought, 
Dy daily aQts; and nightly thought? | 


— — — — = — — 


i 


The 
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The many obligation now 
Done ſome who gain? 
ECHO. 
In air or dew! 
„ DIOGENES. | 
Who ſhou'd ſtand forth, and bold defend, 
Now ſhrink away! 
ECHO. 
To ferve an end! 4 
The Cur, once lucky in the cruſt 
Runs off amain—he knows the worſt, 
The Donor may be ſoundly bang'd, 
No matter, if himſelf's not hang'd. 
'DIOGENES.\ 
Benevolence o'er-caſt in ſhade, 
Ingratitude exalts her head; 
Aſham'd an open face to ſhew, 
Thro' others ſides ſhe aims the blow. 


Mistortue furniſhes the lie, 
And dooms the beſt of friends to die! 


The Fool will prate, the Miſer 2 
The Spendthr ift ſmile; 


ECHO. 


The — heme 
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DIOGENES. 
Mark how the crowds, for grinning ſake, 
Each mean advantage timely take, 
Fach little artifice they lay, 
Or not to give, or not to pay. 
Who help'd to cauſe the overthrow, 
Conjoin to keep the wretched low. 
What cou'd occaſion falls like theſe? 


ECHO. 


There wanted gold to ſave—to pleaſe! 
There wanted gold in hour of need, 
And this the cauſe why numbers bleed, 


DIOGENES 


Tormenting thought! that droſs and clay, 
Shou'd draw c'en common ſenſe away. 


| ECHO. 
Of this we've ſpoke enough before, 
The Point will vouch, and Hebourn ſhore, 
To Geniq, Philon, ſuch as thoſe, 
Return the theme—p/ain men of proſe! 
Whar if my friend, awhile we rove, 
And tracks of incolterence prove? 


i 
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DIOGENES., 


— quite conſiſtent be, 
Or take a final leave of me. 


Whate er events the change attend, 


FIl art the hapleſs ſufferer's friend! 


ens 
Then tell che modeſt, kind, and grave, 
Their knowledge ist learn to ſave ! 
For whilſt in ſocial life combin'd, 

No good on earth like gold they'll find! 
The wiſe may think, the fool may dream, 
Yer wealth commands the world's eſteem! 
Here let them give attention due, | 


Nor heed ſuch eynic-bards as you. 


NIOGENES. 
If ever happier days return, 


To bid the generous ardour burn, 


Far other doctrines they ſhall hear 
From me. 


x C10, 


In Nature's hemiſphere! 
Bat warn each ſufferer, ſoft and free | | 


DIOGENES. 


To guard the Soul's fair liberty. 
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In honeſt meaning zet to yield, 

Or c' er to ander quit the field; 
Still the ſame Derry implore, 
And ſhine at jength like Theedore *. 


| ECHO, 
Henceforth I will no longer grieve you, 
But now with ſober Satyr leave 22 


DIOGENES. 


Come SaTYR, ſince it muſt be ſo, 
Thro* ways of piercing truths we'll go. 
Each character thou'lt draw ſo ſtrong, 


There needs no energy of ſong; 5 0 


Since others make with us ſo free, 
With others we as plain will be. 

Paint the intermedling elves, 

Make buſy bodies feel themſetves ! 
Sketch the fawning, cringing flaves, 
Pretending friends, deſigning knaves. 
(Perhaps we'll touch the lawleſs mob, 
Or gilded villains, who inhuman rob 
The helpleſs victims of a ſtorm, 
Unmov'd by cries, or ſight of lovelieſt forw!) 
Diſperſe the darkling hours away, 
Nor hide the wily Satan's prey: 


® Cit Theodore Janſon, 


Ts 
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To Cæſar, render Cæſar's due, 
Bur ler the Peaſant have his too. 
Aim at equality on high, + 
Nor e'er from Virtue's ſtandard fly: 
Pray for each enemy apart, 
And bleſs each friend with open heart ; 
Still ro honeſty adhereing, 
Still with temper perſevering. 
POET. 
He roſe, and took the upland way, 


ECHO. 


That is—he'd nothing more to fay. 


1773˙ 


The REDBREAST: 
Or, AUTUMNAL SONNET. 


8 WEET REDRR EAST! O ſtay, 


Enchanting the day; 


Nor take thy leave yet, 


Tho? Phoebus ſhou'd ſet: 


Whilſt moments thus ſweep, 


Enchant me to fleep. 


errul paſs the deſign, 
Of thoſe who combine, 
To rob me in ſort, 

Of Life's poor ſupport : 
Tf thou but relent, 

And ſing me - Content. 


Thy warbles inſpire 
The will and deſire; 
With juſtice in view, 
To mete them their due: 
With all that compoſe 
The group of my foes. 


By Nature's true plan, 
In friendſhip with man? 
2 Dd 


— ß 


20 k 


Thou 


Thou wait'ſt at his door, 
For ſmall little ſtore "Pp 
Which having obtain'd, 
Thy thanks are unfeign'd. 


The comfort ſo given, 
As ſent thee from heaven; 
Is fix d in thy thought, 
Nor will be forgot: 
Ingratitude baſe, 

With thee finds no place. 


Tho? fair ſummer goes, 
And winter's cold ſnows 
Our folds ſhall inveſt : 


Thy ſoft ruddy breaſt, 


And innocent heart, 
Will ne*er from us part, 


At Window, thy poſt, 
In rain or in froſt ; 
From puſs when ſecure, | 
Thou calm'ſt each fad hour: 
Tho” frowning my fate, 
J can hearken elate. 


5 44 % 
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Sweet 
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Sweet Roy! O ſtay, 
Enchanting this day 
Nor take thy ieave yet, 
Tho? Phœbus be ſet; 
Whate'er may betide, 
Contentment muſt guide, 


As moments ſo ſweep, 
O ing me to lleep; | | * 
And ope thou my eyes, | 
Ere Phœbus ariſe : | | 2 
That then we may join, 
In praiſes divine. | 
17734 


SATYR and the MVS ER. 
An EPIO RAM. 
MYSER. 
F all the Orders who divert the times, 
| O I ſmile the moſt at thoſe who deal in rhymes, 
Your Bards, your Poets—yotaries of bays, 
Who nicely ſcan their cenſure and their praiſe. 
What mighty treaſure can they hope to gain? ? 
How vain their fancies? their purſuits how vain ? 
| | They 


* 
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They graſp no money which muſt ſure provoke, 
For without money, all the reſt's a joke. 


F 
Fool as thou art —to heavenly reaſon blind, 

Know'ſt thou what paſſes in a Poet's mind? 
Know'ſt thou the raptures of a Soul on fire, 
Borne by the thoughts which Gods themſelves 

Inſpire ? - 
Ah no beſitted for a Pluto's reign, 
To6 ſoon thou'lt find thy darling money yain. 
Poets, who dare in Virtue's cauſe exceed, | 
They ſhall be rich when thou a art poor indeed. 


1773s 


The REPLY. 


OU aſk, why I for Anna write, 
And pore in books by candle light ? 
I'll tell you— and I hope not rude, - 
It is by force of gratitude! _ = 
In days of Poverty, I find 
The Fair One's charity of mind ; 
Of others woe, ſhe takes apart, 
And feels with ſympathy of heart. 
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Whilſt friends, in numbers, fly their poſt, 
Her kindneſs ne*er a day has loſt ! 
And ſure, if future ſuns muſt ſhine, 
Or modern Poets can divine, a 
Her name ſhall live in laſting thought, 
When Fools and Shylocks are as nought. 
1773» 


* % - 
N 


HISTORIAN. and 8 AT VR. 
HISTORIAN. 


ou know my taſk,. I muſt Pn to write, 
And fain wou'd draw with undeceiving light; 
The friends of Freedom, and her foes define, - 
What s bad, ſtamp odious; and what's good, 
divine. 
Nor virtue, nor religion diſregard, 
But point their votaries each their juſt reward. 
Yet firſt, in your laconic method ſay, | 
Why ſtill you doubt, nor yet approve my way. 
| SATYR. : 
Yes on my life, in this diffuſive reign, 
*Tis odds that His roRV don't the truth maintain: 


That rule of equity, divinely taught, 
* Do as you'd be done by,” paſi d as nought: 


Our 


—— — 


| 

| 
17 
. 
I 
i 
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Our characters ſo ſtrange, ſo mix'd, fo new, 
You'll find it hard to mark the falſe from true; 
With beamleſs eye, the wheat from tares explore, 


Tell which is Jove's and en the Dx vit. 3 
ſtore. 


f N 


An INVOCATION. 


66 70PE! thou haſt told me 25 from day 
to day,“ 


Some ſerious mortal hath been heard to ſay: 7 
But my glad voice far different ſtrains employ; 
From day to day, kind hope, thou bring'/t me joy d 
Joy, ſtill unconquer'd midſt a fiege of woe, 

A ſtorm of troubles,—in this yale below: 

Thou tell'ſt me yet, tho? various arts combine 


To ſpread diſtreſs—the fun of truth ſhall ſhine ! 


Thou telP{t me—all is right—in moral view, | 
1 hat heaven 1 is juſt! the facred writings true ! 


O reſt me here, ſweet Hops ! this heart's ſupply, 
Still travel on, nor quit me when I die.” 


1773. 
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'EPIGRAM + > 


OOD SzxNsSE, and Goop Homoun,' not 
always together, 
Yer ſometimes will meet, like the changes in 
weather. 

From CuLoz?s retreat, where the A Ale 
Where ViIx rug and Innocence always preſide, 
They took their departure, new. objects to try, 
And bring to TRUE Beauty unſpeakable joy. + | 
Thro' GarzsnEAb's long ſtreet, all delighted r 


roam, | 
In hopes that ſome Fair-One wou'd beck 10 her 
home; 0759 "a 


But ſtars were unkind—they ſaw none of the fr, 

Till at brow of the Bank a ſoft voice _ them 
ſhort? 1 

A ſoft voice from the maid by CTA taught, 

Who's fair mind at its dawning * 8 had 
ane | 8 

Twas ſbe who invited to ſkreen from the weather, 

And there you will find them all happy together. 
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: CUPID and BELINDA: 
Or, the HAPPY NEW YEAR: 


CUPID. 
IME brings the laſt e — 
three, 
Luckleſs year! get 1 have reckon'd with 
7 thee. 
BerinvDa reflect, as the ſeaſons | of fly, 
All beauties, my fair, are juſt bloſſom'd to die: 
O think that to bleſs, ſuch a treaſure was given, 
Nor longer evade the intention of heaven: 
On Hymen reſolve, ere the moments run late, 
And me lend out Envoy to fix you a mate. 


| ELIN DA. | 
"Fond Cprinl Poe told thee, and tell thee again, 
My averſions are n thou find me a 


ſwain; 
A ſwain, to the graces and muſes inclin'd, 
Then ſearch till thou meer'ſt with one to my mind, | 


' , y 
07 TIF 43. 
If ſenſe, and politeneſs—addreſs Aube 


With eyes that /ook wiſdom, can win on the fair; 


MISCELLANIES, 299 


If a form neither bulky, nor ſpare in extreme, 
With a ſoul all e when Honour” 8 the 
© kheme; | \ 

If /uch, lovely Charmer, your heart can engage, 
To ſerve you, [ll travel—yes travel a _ : 

I think T have found him, a man amongſt m en, 
And mind me —a whiſper—he is one of the Ten! 
Yes one of the Ten /—ſure his heart mult be true? 
If you will love him, I can ſwear he'll love you. 
His fortune, I'm doubtful, i is ſcantily ſhewn, 

But you, happy Raney have — of your 
own. Flaws 
| e 0 11 
Dear Cup! thou conquer” I —it muſt be con- 
= As 1 
Until now, I neter felt ſuch a warmth at my breaſt; 
By the dawning, to-morrow, purſue thy deſigns,” 
If to aſk of my age, he in prudence inclines,, bs 
My annals thou'lt number exa& by theſe lines. 
Ant tell him, {till further, Enos + to clear, 
BELINDA has wiſh'd him—a happy new year; 
Nay more, ſhe will teach her ſweet Linnet to ſing, 
How ble of to be wed with bis Liberiy Tone ? 
Duo o ö 0 | 7 ay, 1773 
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SD the MEMORY of a LADY: 


Late f BRANCEPETH. 


o. blameleſs STELLA! to your ſeat on high, 
Nor heed the . injurious treatment 
: here; 1 | 
A 1 father will each 10 eta 
And ſeal your title, in ſome happier ſphere. 


A title, perfect! which no laws controul! 

Or which no nice civilian arts evade; 

You claim by.deeds, from purity of ſoul, 
And hold for 22 what's ſo FP | made. * 


Ott by yon a ancient pile, 1 rich domains, 
Fair Peace and Plenty ſo luxuriant ſpread ; ,__ 
I've heard your praiſe, told forth by grateful „ 


'Your bounty bleſing, that youchſaf'd them bread. 


The widow, orphan, n numerous paupers round, 
With plaintive ſighs their lamentations pour 3 
From you declaring how they welcome found 
The lenient comfort, in affifted hour. 
T 0 . | , Wh [ 2 R eſt 
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Reſt then, fair angel! ſuch you ſure muſt be, 
Who wiſe in life, ſo nobly cou'd excel; 
Remember' d warmly, by your poor, and me z 
Together thus we take the long fare wel. 


But lo! when Summer's roſeat ſmiles revive, 

The woods, the parks, the fertile fields among; 

My muſe, in humble Mering, ſhall ſtrive 

To paint ſuch merit, in 1 in ſublimer ſong. 
of bates: Row | April 18, 1774, 
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ITH peace ſo lov'd, I take my filent way, 
| Soft oder the lawns, from dull commercial 
ſcenes; 


And muſing paſs the ſolitary day, 
Heedleſs tho' cenſure idly intervenes. 


Fair peace from cruel interruption fled, 

And ſeldom would her angel-viſit pay; 

I thought, alas! the heavenly charmer dead, 
So gave myſelf to noiſe and cares away. 


What could I do? the friends ador' d were gone, 
Thoſe friends, who wont the ſigh of grief aſſuage; 
Add joy to joys, whene'er they lenient ſhone, 
And lead me patient thro' a trying age. 


Firſt, 


212 THE FRIENDS. 


- Firſt, in my CL1o's loſs my ſorrows came; 

Oh had I mark'd the term prefix'd him here ! 
Thoſe labours J had ſhun'd, which now I blame, 
And ſought for comfort in more certain ſphere. - 


Sure life prolong' dl where temperance wiſely rul'd, 
My erring judgment unperceiving gave; | 
For him, whom lawleſs paſſions ne'er controul'd, 
I thought, old age alone prepar'd the grave. | 


But mark how weak our human wiſdom ſoars, 
How weak our knowledge, and our ſearch to gain; 
How little what the ſageſt Sage explores, 

Our pry into futurity how vain! | 


Whilſt yet I counted, years, and years to come, 
To ſhare with CI 10, friendſhip, as in youth; | | - 
Ah me! I loſe in unexpected gloom, _ 

His humble heart, his modeſty, and truth. 


Borne on the wing of his immortal fire, 
Pve ey'd him ſoaring in the true ſublime; 
Haye felt his numbers all my breaſt inſpire, 


Where ſeldom genius has been bold to climb. 
| nk F rom 
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From vulgar chemes he bade the muſe remore, + 
Apollo's favour'd ſons preſerve in view; 

Aiming at trophies in fuperior love, | 
And nature, in her cloudleſs heights, purſue. ih 
Farewet my CI 10 never r more muſt I 

Hope for thy equal, Whilt my ſands thus flow; i 
Some yet ſurvive, who promis'd kind ſupply, 1 
But firmneſs wanting, theſe are loſt in how. 


Acarian Shepherds with thy HERM as live, 
Theſe will J cheriſh to my lateſt day! | 
Theſe laurels which the preſent fails to give, 
Some future ages ſhall thro? time convey. 


Funereal honours, hardly had I — | 
When death again his fatal ſummons gave; 
Caſting o'er melancholy deeper ſhade, _ 
And ſnatch'd FiveL1o to an early grave. 


Tes, ſnatch'd him, in a moment unperceiv'd, 

No helping hand, no ready friends were nigh, 
No Ask Es there, whoſe art might have reliev'd, 
No tender nurſe, to cloſe the languiſh'd eye. 


Next 
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- Next to my CI Iq, * was dear to me! 

I ow'd him much, for ſuroud advice and care; 
His honeſt boſom, ever frank and fre, 
Wou'd in my ſufferings kindly help, and ſhare, | 


Oh he was faithful; ſteady, juſt and true, 
Integrity had mark'd him far her o.; 

Uprightly led him in commercial view, 
And made his {kill and actiye merit knoun. 
Clio, in ſweet philoſophy my guide, 

FIDEL Io, watchful o'er each temp'rab view; 
Supported by a friendſhip thus allied, 
The exulting mind no angry tempeſts knew. 


Oft have I ſung my bliſs mid woodland ſhades, 
Witneſs' ye harmoniſts that warble there A} 
In grateful paſſion told the Aonian maids, _ 
How full my comfort in fuch pleaſing care. 


Through life, what numbers luckleſs feel in vaig, 

And deeds of kind benevolence purſue; 

Yet labour fruitleſs one true friend to gain, * 25 

Whilit 1 was bleſt, O doubly bleſt with Two! , 1 
| O grave? 


THE FRIENDS.” 215 
O graye! what treaſure haſt thou drawn from me? 
From me, alas, who cou'd ſo poorly ſpare, 
This heart, depreſt at ſuch ſevere decree, 
Deſponds, forgetful to fg dl bear. 


Some wayward ſtars preſide o'er human joys, 043 
Friend after friend, the hand of death removes of 


Succeſhve ſorrow, leſſens or deſtroys 9 2 
Whate'er the ſerious peaceful boſom loves! 


Scarce had the moon three times her wane kr 
Ere to my loſs another conflict came, 

The king of terrors as enrag'd purſu dq. 
And ſnatch'd my Scipio from purfuits of fame. 


His fate as ſudden as FiDELio's fell, 
In vain ſurrounding pitying eyes attend; 
Left was his Iove, to take her laſt farewel, 
And I to mouru a brother and a friend! 


A manly ſenſe, à noble ſoul he bore, 7 
A better heart neꝰ er warm'd a nortal frame; 
Early in life he left his native ſhore, 


For glory, brighrniog in the Soldier's claim. 
| True 


To let aun mean che nobler views 1 goptroul. =; 


216. THE FRIENDS. 


True to his king, and to his country tfue; - - 
With glorious Cumberland he ſhar'd the field; 
Immortal honour bade him ſtill purſue, 
And future fame on /uch toundation build. 


His higheſt boaſt of earthly honours gain'd, 
I've heard him oft in ſocial moments fay, 

It was, that under ſuch command he join'd 

The free- horn conquerors of Culloden's day. 


Fair liberty, and virtue, rous'd his thought 
To every gen'rous ſentiment of ſoul; [ 2 
Nor was he once by narrow fortune brought, 4 


Spirit illuſtrious l I thy worth rerere, Nen Err 
Hope tells me, merit will reward receive! 15 
'Tho? promiſes ſo long neglected here, . 


A ſurer pledge the well - earn'd reach will g giye. 


Support me now, fair angler of She ies, 


Shew forth on N 6-4 great Ka prize! | 
There let this heart a conſolation. have. Yom 
Lot 
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Lo! tribulation other form aſſumes, 
Domeſtic comforts with my fortune gone; 
The dancing hope that induſtry ſo plumes, 
How has it croſt? how vainly led me on 


The mournful loſs of friends was hard to Tg 
But ſee the numbers, who forſake and Hy; ; 
Repeated favours, as the flecting air, | 
Or ſtreamlets paſſing unregarded by! 


Thanks to the few, whoſe breaſts unite in * 
May theſe hereafter reach a juſt, reward! | 
Where'er by fate my wandering ſteps are led, 
Be theſe the objects of unfeign'd regard. * 


No more of injuries, or wrongs complain, 
Since balmy Peace her precious ointment ſheds; 
The larks, aſcending, pour the ſof ning ſtrain, 
As if inviting to yon flowery meads. | 


There, as of old, my C1.10's page ſhall bring 

The conſolation of a chriſtian mind; | 

Drawn by the beauties of reviving ſpring, 

The ſoul once more ber ſweet contentment find. 
i 
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A FRACMENT: 


Written in the Life-rine of the late Rev. Doctor 
Brown, Vicar of Newca/tle, on the author's ſeeing 


him publicly * 


EASE, LE Lampooner, ceaſe ſuch railing, 
All ſpurious wit, and unavailing. 
Art thou a boy, or man, or woman, 
Bluſh, bluſh to make ſuch language common: 
Forever, muſt this country be 
O'er· run with Merit's foes like thee? 
Alas, ſhall genius never ſoar, 
"To bleſs us on this wealthy ſhore ? ? 
Is Brzowx,' who can ſuch learning boaſt, 
Sent here to be revil'd and loſt ? 
Diſtinguiſh'd in AeoLLo's train, 
Shall rudeneſs dare to give him pain? 
His ſacred function ought to draw 
At leaſt our reverential awe. 
I praiſe him not in every tittle, 
His EsTiMAaTE ſeems wrong a little: 
His plays—but ſee the Graces meet, 


The Bard, and Scholar to complete! 
Approv'd 


=o 


— 


4 FRAGMENT, 


Approv'd his early numbers roſe, 

All own his pure, his nervous proſe ; 

All own the heighth his ſenſe can reach, 
All own how ju/tly he can preach. _ 
Even ſome who prize not truth or ſong, 
Have felt the magic of his tongue. 
O yield his talents copious ſway, 

Nor let ſuch pearh be thrown away. 


a7 


* 
n 197 


To a GENTLEMAN, 
At HougHToX-LF-$PRING. 


OR Ils, nor fromns of Forrune, can ro- 
move 

My warmth for rHosk whom I eſteem and love. 

I call to thought, with fair enlivening view, 5 


Thoſe days of innocence I paſt with you; 
Thoſe happy days, which were, alas, too few. 
Then lightly tripping o'er the Green of youth, 
Unſkill'd in foreſight, as unlearn'd in truth; 
Kindly regardful of my tender age, 
Tou ſhew'd me Ovid's ſweet enchanting page; 
You ſean'd his numbers, in his flights to fame, 
You proy'd his Beauties, and I caught the flame. 
But inſtant call'd to be to cares alli'd, 

Each ſoft imagination droop'd and died. 
Twas then a Duty to forget your lore, 
And even OvrpD was to charm no more! 
Injunction hard—yer nought con'd quite deſtroy 
In riper yeats, what ſo rejoic'd the boy 
The flame, tho? under, {till ſome ſparks retain'd, 
The pleaſing paſſion wou'd not be reſtrain'd * 

© 4 Tho- 
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Tho' wanting yours, and all the Claſſic- aids, 

I dar'd aſſociate with the Aonian maids; 

hs many a time, tho? weak my numbers be, 

I've felt their bleſſings in untold degree! 

Then, worthy Sir, my hearty thanks receive, 

My hearty thanks I yet have left to give; 

Of theſe take large—and let. my wiſhes riſe, 

That you may taſte. what happineſs ſupplies! - 

On earth partake of every joy refin'd, 

And meet at laſt the GREAT ETzxxai Mixp! 
| b 1% MS 


On the Sign of ROBINSON CRUSOE, 
In Gars. 


Painted by COLLIER. 


around, 
Behold a FIouRE! rarely to be found: 
The figure of a Man, in veil'd diſtreſs, 
So looſely garb'd in wild romantic dreſs ; - 
Yet arm'd—as if he wou'd defiance ſhow, - 
Is this the Fancy of the ſage Deroz? | 


8 TOP, my good friend, —and caſt your eyes 
* 


It 


— 
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Ic is the ſame— And now by memory led, 

 Roninson CRusox half the world have read. 

See him thus wreck'd upon his deſert iſle, 

Inur'd to patience, and inur'd to toil, 

His looks, tho' chang'd, betray no weak deſpair, 

Chearfulneſs, and gravity, feem blended there. 

We'll not the Painter's happy {kill define, | 

But mark the moral meaning of his Sign - 

Old Time may have to Revelation brought, 

Thy SELKIRK ſuffer'd, and why DANIEL wrote. 

And mark my friend, if ſtrong report ſay true, 

*T was in this place the bold deſign he drew. 

Gateſhead, ſcarce known, the _ WxrITER 
choſe, 

When ſorely preſt by perſecuting ſhed; J : 

To teach frail mortals, as a friendly guide, | | 

In Providence to truſt, whate'er betide. | 


1774. 
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on paſſing « QUONDAM FRIEND. 


LESS me that men ſhou'd ſo miſtake the 1 


SKIES, 
As e' er to think by earthly pride to riſe; 
By earthly pride to reach eternal heaven, 


For which from thence proud Satan once was 


driven. 


Think you, my Quondam Friend, thoſe ſcornſul 


eyes 
Can e'er the firmneſs of my ſoul ſurprize? 
You ſee you know ou /hun with big parade, 
Have riches all this mighty difference made? 
When chearful youth, and innocence combin'd, 
Then were we equally in heart and mind! 
Genius, and talents, then were fairly try'd, 
Then nought cou'd part us—neither wealth nor 
pride. 
But Damon now his PyRAuus diſowns, 
Merely becauſe an adverſe Fortune frowns ! 
Take care, dear Ryondam 22 e' er . s laſt 
hours, 
Death does not make an adverſe fortune yours. 


| 1775. 
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The A8 SIZE SATURDAY. 


EAR you, Auicus, what the priſoners 
ſay? * eee 
This is, alas, the unwelcome Sherif-day ; 
Like hovering night, behold impendin g doom, 
Behold the Fudge/—the dreaded Fudge is come, 
To call to trial—and that ſentence give, | 
By which condemn'd we die, or ftigmatiz'd we 
live.“ 1 


Auicus think, what ſad, what dire deſpair, 

What horrid conflict in each boſom there! 

Trembling ſuſpence anticipating woe, 

Whence wounded ſpirits deeper wounds | ſtill 
© know. 170 

What can relieve in ſuch diſtracted hour? 

What but the gracious mercies of /uperior power! 


1 ſhocking as this ſeems to human frames, \ 
A day more dreadful our attention claim; 
Predicted day! which will aſſur dly come, 
When all muſt wake to meet eternal doom. $4 
Nor 
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\ 


Nor Judge, nor Jury, Lords, nor Peaſants free, 
But all en af; call'd,—like . theſe poor 
n e 1 


„ hands awhile may Abel bel derche, 
io knaves and villains ſeem at large to live; 
Riches perchance the wiſh'd protection draw, 
Screen'd from its Fuſtice by the Quirks of law. 
But when the trumpet ſounds—the dead ariſe;. 
Where then the ſhifter's * to waye the Grand 

| Are! 


All equal then —diſtinctions hardly * ; 
Righteous and unrighteous—theſe alone! 
Who have done good, to endleſs life will go, 
Who have done evil, into endleſs woe! 1 
From Heaven's High Throne the awful fiat 8. 
In fix d decree—thro' all eternity muſt laſt. 


Yes, theſe are truths, Amicus, plainly told, 
In Holy Writ the Blinde/t may behold! _ 
Faith, hope, and charity—if theſe combina, 

All ſee their duty, told by Word- Divine. 

| Who mind his duty, and its laws revere, | 

No mortal codes need wave, nor mortal Judge: 
fear. 


Go | one - 


* -- * * x 
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2 Hobart on © po rs. 


od. 81208 2114 


OE TS, are ſure the ſtrangeſt mortals known, 
e eb * each A urg Ap * 
vis aon; 22 2 x y 
1 and An behold "Wh nicely a 7 
No council feed i they take from Nature, * . 
If Timon's villa- ſtrike their diſtant view, 

They ſeize poſſeſſion, and their claims — 
Lands, houſes, viſtas, meadows, woods, and groves, 
They all forecloſe, where'er their judgment roves: 
Oer wilds, and rivers, caſt their wide ſurvey, 
And what they fancy, as their own convey. 
Whate'er delightful i in ſuch ſcenes they fid, 
Without apology they hold—ir mind ! 
And farther than-the boldeſt Paix rk RS go, 
They'll ze!! you how our paſſions ebb and flow! 
With Timon's various character make free, 
And lords, and landlords; ; ladies; - well as he. 
Tho? ſcarcely ſpoke to, ſeldom at their call, 
The wiltful, ſerious poet, knows them all ; 
Nor kings, nor beggars, from their ſearch Bide, 
heir curious knowledge brightens every where. 
Then can we iy name ſuch mortals poor, 

Who thus ſeem rich, and wiſer ev'ry hour? 


14 
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On the DEATH fe M rr SCAFE, Ely; 
Maven 7 NEWCASTLE. W 
+9 Mus; 


ARR, ny good Friend! that awful, — 


toll, 1 bus a td. ra 1 
Notes to the world the paſſing of a bn 
O yes ſhe ſoars; to reach unſullied day, X 15 
And leaves to eartli the unammated clay. 
Let us reſtrain the früitleſs, painful figh, 
The penſive boſom, and the tearful eye, 125 
Since thus the , and thus dhe ppc die. 
Scars ſhone in worth; and well deferded e 
Long ere he wore tlie mogiferial gown. 
A mortal v but ne er to vice a fave; ; 
His heart was honeſt, And ſincerely brave: d 
In dealings Taft; If All Hi ftaionstrue,” 
No fraudful ſchemes, Ho vaſt Metals in view! 
To this my wreath; let brhiers ampler lend, 
Who knew aid parent! Huſband, neighbour, friend? 
Pete to his inane, and let his metnbry be — 
Long held ä the por ike me. 


Ho $163 mon 71 Lark 
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De WIS HES. 
a Lavr. 


'OOD Madam! ere the year quite end, 

Admit the wiſhes of a friend 
His wiſhes, ſaithful, frank, and clear, =o: 
All prompted by regard ſinceree. 
May you, whilſt ſeaſons . 3 at} 2a © 
Nor grief, nor dire vexation kn. 
I-wiſh chat you thro” life may fing 
Chearful ſerenity of mind. 
I wiſh your foes if foes you have, Nin ont 
| Were filent, as the ſilent grave; 22 
Or leaving Ettor's cloudy „ 
They'd own, and give /uch merit pre! 
Long may you live to patroniae Cal 
Apollo's ſons, in Vipa's art to He FLO 
I wiſh you ſtill with thoſe to be, 4 N 
Who guard our country's liberty. * 
I wiſh your Works may long preſide 
O' er youth's inſtruction, and their genius due. 
O that CunnINGHAM might come, :; 
To teſtify it from the tomb, ; 
To cauſe his lyric muſe reſound, | 


The lawas, the rocks, che woods around ; 


LS ng * 


How 
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How much in Science you excel. 1 
And this how nach Suh e 7 1b vel 
Old Year's laſt day 1 now leaves the n ; Aer 
To-morrow, I may with 28am; . as Har 3 
To-morrow,—let us term it Neu, K 2 


Til wiſh once more, and waft each OT: to you? 11 


. Hag Bert Al. * 
De NEW YEAR ren 
T0 the S An Sip 


C ALI · D by the Bells reviving peat, 

I wake, and ſeem new life to feel: 

Fancy thinks, the merry changes ſay 
Behol! rhe dawn of NW Yzar' 's Dar! x # 
Misfortune old is paſt in Flight, © 
All vaniſh'd, as the ſhades of night. u | 
Yes, Madam, I've the chearful view, . 
And ſtill preſerve a wiſh for you. 2 | 
May this, and every coming year, © © 
Long as you walk the mortal ſphere, ' 3 
Bring comfort—cloudleſs and reſin d., 
Such as beſt ſuiteth an exalted mind. 

O may ſome peaceful, friendly ſtar, . 
Avert the threatened civi . war; 

- May Britons ſtill their rizhes maintain, 
And foes to freedom ſcheme in yain ; 


ed | EFTGCR AM: 
In great events, hate er betide, 


May prudent moderation guides. 


BrITANNIA! may thy ſons long lien 


Their rights to Libet) and fame; Nel 2 


Recall their anceſtors of old, 1 LL l 


E/tabliſh'd laws, © eſtes and Ho d: 
From year to year examples be, 
Of fubjects loyal, brave and free. 


* 
o * 6 
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This laſting wah, way Lanrratr ng, 
True to their country, faithful to their king! 


— 
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7ES, travel. on, Rich 12 25 Th 


For SF*? 
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If by to athers,. men can 1 iſe,” 


No doubt thou'lt gain a manſion i in the Sh : 7 
But if the Scripture, or its ; Pricf 4d true, 25 


There is no reſting. place for fie uch a tho et 


be: 7 
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<L8CENE, 


ko oa ©, Up * 


Scene, | Heruzpon Bar K. 


422 L 4 1 


„7 Abr Hen a 54u'h 


J 3 and her friends a friend, 

e world beide may cenfure or com- 

mend. T 3 
„Thus wrote great Yann and thus-ſublimely faid ; 
But peerleſs E Pore had independent bread. Lb 
Fim, and undaunted i in his free eſtate, | 
He'd nought to dread from vengeance of the Great: 
Nor. fich, nor petty tyrants, dar'd controul 
The gen'rous impulſe of his mighty ſoul. 
Corporeal ills might flack the joys of ſenſe, 
But lo! his triumph—Peace-and competence | 
From theſe it was he freſh reſources drew, 
Spart d knaves and fools, and. publiſh'd what he 
knew, | 

| But I—low croneliog. in in a "ii reign, 7 
Kind beck'ning Satyr, muſt forego thy ſtrain; 
Too faint, alas, my livelieſt hopes ſucceed, 


Yor fools they cannot, knaves, they dare not read. 
One 


21232 A SCENE, 


One various volume—quite—or near impreſt, 
* ve almoſt finiſh*'d—CLovzs fills the reſt. 


TEr te Prime] 


* PRIN T E Ry 
Tis lucky thus to ; find j your pen in | hand, 
I'm come expreſs, with one ſmall, light command. 
Six vacant pages, you muſt pleaſe to fill, 
IA take your r and as vou ui. 


AUTHOR. 
Sbrt--honeſt friend my labours muſt be oer, 


For this firſt volume Is there room for more? 
Collected here — deſigns were laid aſide, | 
Thinking my CLoves had each want ſupply'd ; 
And then fo ſudden you've the warning brought, 
There is no time for method or for thought. 
PRINTER. 
In this ſweet place few moments are requir'd, 
"Thi&Mvszs here muſt always be inſpir d. 
On ev'ry fide, what charming proſpe&s ſpread! 
How is the fancy quite enraptur'd led! 
What rural beauties does the eye explore 2 
Subjects ariſing from exhauſtleſs ſtore, 


” 

* 1 
. 
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Aren 


From this abode, we can delighted view 
Variegated landikapes, ever newʒ 
Something'to cauſe, imagination rove, | 

Fruitful ideas of reſpect and love. 8 
Ample and large the field the Ninz may a | 
From morn to eve—from even to the day; 

And till in nature certain ſweetneſs find, - _ 

To calm the boſom, and exalt the mind : 

But without leaſure, who'd attempt a theme, 
Howe'er the fancy glow, or n may teem ?. 


PRINTER | 


Vet try to draw, i in bold deſcriptive ©, PEE" 
Some town, or villa you have moſt at heart; 
For towns, or 8 I obſerve abound, 

All interſpers'd i in one delightful round. 


AUTHOR, 


Suppoſe, I ſhou'd in fair aſſemblage bring 
High SHILDON, AUCKLANDS, NEWTON, and the 
Spring 
At Sylvan HuNx wick, which 8 okoawss 
To crowds, whoſe health irs kind effects might 
own? 


H h BIN. 


6 
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BINCHESTER' s groye will next attract che view, 
And all the virtues of its owner too. 
From thence, aſcending to yon riſing tower, 
We mount, and look full half the county o'er ; 
Forgetting not, there reſts in earth below, 4 
One worthy friend, whom I had cauſe to know; 
To know, and love: An the fame verdant . 
Lies Davison—of moral: men the grace! 
Juſtice he did—Whilſt mazy life he trod, 
Loy'd mercy—and walk'd Himbly with his Gov ? + 
Such was the Benefaor / None furpaſt! n 
And theſe have brought Him facred peace at laſt, 


PRINTER. 


You payſe_Jear Sir ! a lte PAR proceed, 
And ſoon Pll have the Pages which I need.” 
Whoſe manſion that? the woodland park gs 
And gentle WEAR glides by its northern bounds. ' 


\ AUTHOR. 


That caftle—Wurr worTH—not unknown « to 
fame, a a 


7 Long have the SH—Fr—s bore e diſtibgwiſh'd name. 


In honour'd Line their anceſtry exceeds, 


| Prais d for their pions, charitable dees. 


Turning 


STS 
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Twin from hence, if we the ford purſue, 
Another park and caſtle rife to view..; ., . - 
BrancersTi—frequented much in ancient days, 
When worth and yalour met reward and praiſe; 
When hardy NEVILEESs wont in arms to draw, 7 
And miniſters and tyrants kept in awe,— 
Lo the calm ſpot, where human glory ends! 
Here too I've buried dear deſerving friends: 
The Man, whoſe wit cou'd ſocial hours divide, 
And lov'd Lavinia, mould'ring by his fide. 
O for a friend !—when all my ſtorms are paſt, 
Here to beſtow a peaceful grave at laſt. 
SUPER | 1643 Q& DO 


PRINTER. 


Again you're mov'd dear Sir—the moments 
| run, | 
And time it is that I ſhou'd now begone. 


AUTHOR. 


What can I more? unleſs the vale we tread, 
By inclination more than fancy led. 
Improving WII LIN Or invites our ſtay, 
Here we might paſs the longeſt ſummer-day, 
In counting o'er the many paſt*ral ſcenes, 
The woods, the walks, the intermingling greens : 
Theſe 


F'Y 


—— — UU 
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Theſe: might the Muſe deſcribe in hvelieft ſtrain, 

But wirhout leaſure er attempts are van. 
18 vp RIN TER. 

Fair LInzATv's EULouũf. would engage ! 
AUTHO K. 

Let brit AgTHUR * Jheak i it on the ſage, 

Ereunt. 


— 


* Alluding to that Tragedy in the Second Volume. 
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MASTER CLOVER. 


- TO WHICH ARE ADDED, 


SOME MEMOIRS, 


And an ELEGY on his DEATH. 


—— _———. 


What Stoic ſtrange, who moft preciſe appears, ſ 
Could that Youth's Death with tearleſs eyes behold ? | | 
In all perfections ripe, tho* green in years 
A hoary judgment under Locks of Gold! 

E. of Sterlines Crefus. 
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"HERE i is perhaps no rellection more agree. 
able, no private amuſement more rational, 
and entertaining to the mind, than the recollect- 
ing the virtues of gur deceaſed friends ! Altho? 
me might juſtly yield to the tide of grief, that 
breaks i in upon us at their departure, yet we 
muſt afterwards feel a ſecret ſatisfaction, in 
knowing how much their ſuperior excellencics 
merited the regard of poſterity. Upon this conſi- 
derationz the memory of Maſter Roz RTCLOVER 
muſt be long dear to all who rightly knew him, 
and it will always be a ſort of alleviating plea- 
ſure to his ſurviving friends, to think with 
| what worth and talents he was endowed, and 
how far his own laudable e prevailed, 
* 2 life of ſo ſhort a date. 1 


Hs was "9g At 3 in the County 97 
Durban, upon the 7h day of December, 173 8, 
and was buried there upon the ffteenth day of 
June, 1757, yet in that narrow circle of time 
he gave proofs of an extraordinary genius, He 
acquired not only a nice judgment, but alſo an 
admirable ſbill, in Music; his performance in 
ihat delightful art having been frequently ap- 

proved, 


— 
— 
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proved, and applauded, by one of the Arlt 
maſters * in the profeſſion. He made great 
advances in the art of Dy awixs, PoxTR AiT, 
LanpscaPe, MiniaTue, and other branches 
of PAINTING, as may be diſcerned in ſeveral of 
his pieces preſerved by his friends ; and this he 
did by the dint of ſtudy and application, with- 
out the help of teachers. He had a refined 
taſte for the beauties of Poesy, and made ſome, 
though late, attempts that way. Two of his 
pieces (deſigned inthe manner of Milton's L.A.. 
legro) are here preſented to the public by the 
writer of theſe memoirs, who received the ori- 
ginal copies from his own hands. I hey were 
written about the year 1754, when he was no 
more than fifteen years old ; a circumſtance ſuffi- 
cient to entitle them to the notice of the zrue and 
candid critic, He made conſiderable progrefs in 
modern LANGUAGES; in ASTRONOMY, and in 
' the MarRAMATIcs. In a word, he was, per- 
haps, the moſt univerſal genius this part of Eng- 
land could ever boaſt. His knowledge was far 
above the ſuperficial kind, for he was capable 
of becoming the Musr1cian, LIMNER, PainT- 
ER, Por, MATHEMATICIAN, and CLAsSICAL-= 
SCHOLAR ; and had he lived, and been regular- 


ly 


Mr Charles Aviſon, 
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ly initiated into any of tbeſe, All who really 
knew him, may affirm, that he would have ſhone 
with advantage. Every hour of his time he 
turned to ſomething uſeful! None of his mo- 
ments were loſt in the vain purſuits which too 
often intoxicate the multitude of our youth. He 
was ſuperior to every venal temptation ! He was 
wiſe even in his childhood! His indefatigable - 
labour to attäin the knowledge he thirſted af. 
ter, will appear the greater, when we conſider 
that he was born, and lived, in a place where 
genius has no patron, and but - very few ju/? 
admirers. Happy youth! notwithſtanding this 
gloomy ſituation, he gave M4 proofs of his 
_— capacity. : 


'Yer, his being poſſeſſed of ſuch excellent 
talents, makes but the leſs amiable | part of his 
character. He had the nobler accompliſhment, 
and the purer ſatisfaction of a mind perfect in 
the love of innocence, and religion, and the 
whole bent of his actions were conformable to 
their rules! This will alſo appear the more ex- 
traordinary, ſhould it be hereafter remembered, 
that he lived in times when the moral part of 
education is too ſlightly inculcated, and when 
youth i is ever in danger of being undone by 
Ii JO 
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ſbameful examples: For though it may have been 
too poſitively aſſerted, that the corruption of 
manners is, in this our age, become abſolutely 
general, amongſt all ranks and degrees of men, 
yet a ſmall diſcernment may convince every im- 
partial enquirer, how nearly we are approaching 
to ſome ſuch diſagreeable criterion. We ſee daily 
the perpetrators of the moſt groſs follies, of 
the meaneſt, and hitherto moſt ſcandalous, vices, 
countenanced by ſome, whoſe characters bear 
a much different reſpect in the world. The 
common rake, the debauchee, the contemner 
of religion and order, can all find friends, and 
familiar aſſociates, among better men. If then, 
alas! the admirers, the followers of virtue and 
religion, ſo far demean themſelves, as in appear- 
ance to become the countenancers, or ſcreeners, 
of vice and folly, may we not foreſee many un- 
happy and dangerous conſequences, muſt follow 
ſuch inconſiſtent weakneſs ? and how great muſt 
be the fortitude of the young mind, that is proof 
againſt the contagious temptation? Yet ſuch was 
the prudent youth of whom I am writing, his 
early wiſdom ſhewed him the fatality of fuch 
miſcondud, and he had the courage of foul to 
mn avoid i K*. | 


I i9 
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' He always approved himſelf a dutiful, and 
moſt affectionate ſon. Every relation had rea» 
fon to love, and eſteem him. Every friend, to 


whom he opened his heart, juſtly- -admired him; | 


and the moſt flight acquaintance had ever ſome- 
thing to give in his praiſe; Thus, though he 
died fo young, we diſcovered in him the riſing 
virtues of an honeſt and good man. O were 
bur the major- part of our youth ſo ripe for glo- 
ry, happy would it be for their country. We 
ſhould have leſs complainings in our ſtreets, and 
the growing generation leſs cauſe to dread the 
refined policy of any foreign foe. Thoſe young 
gentlemen who had an opportunity of profitting 
by his example, will do well to bear his virtues 
in laſting remembrance, and ſtrive to equal them. 
Few, indeed, muſt expect to attain ſuch univer- 
fal knowledge, at an age like his; yet all of 
them will find it in their power to become vir- 
tueus, honeſt, and uſeful men, notwithſtanding 
the deriſion of fools; whether it be the brutiſh 
ridicule of che vain,” or the low unmannered 
ſneer af the proud! 'Such cannot kinder them 
from being friends to, ſociety, to their country, 
and a to themſelves, 


244 MEMOIRS. 

His form was of a delicate caſt ; inclining 
to be tall; of a very fair completion, a ſweet 
countenance; his eyes blue, and his hair a 140 
dl to which colour BE motto ne 

8 is 8 an inner reverence, and Ve- 
neration, for thoſe nobler excellencies | of the 
GREAT and Goon, in general, as well as the 
diQates of a private friendſhip for Maſter Clover, 

dhat 1 have been induced to diſtinguiſh his name 
and character; and ſorry I am, that it We ot 
in my power to do more ample juſtice to the me- 
mory of one who ſo highly metited the regard 
of poſterityl For the authenticity of what is here 
advanced, I refer the ſtranger to all who were | 
intimately acquainted - with his genius, and 
worth; more eſpecially to his worthy friend and 
| benefactor, RokRRT Inman, Eſq; of Sunder- 
land; of whoſe muniſicent kindneſs tcwards him, 
' Thave heard frequent and honourable mention, 
To that-gentleman, and his other intimate ac- 
quaintances, theſe Mzmoirs,, and the Ex xe 
on his . are e addreſſed. 


1 WILLIAM HILTON. 


245 


1 G lon Ro-. 
HIns 18! why will ye * 


That precious part of day, the morning's 


A, 


Prime, | 
And fooliſh' ſpend that time, 

When ev'ry balmy ſweet of nature flows, 

In ſleep's unmeaning joy? 8 
Come, riſe, receive the tribute of che morn, 
Morpheus and his viſions fcorn, *© 
Reſiſt the drowſy God, command him bence, 
Immers'd in indolence, © 

And taſte of pleaſures that will never clo. 

© Invite Aurora to appear, | wm, 
And introduce the morning clear. 
Call her from Tithon's bed a while, 

To glad freſh nature with her ſmile, 
Attended by a beauteons band 
Of Nymphs, and Cupids, hand in hand ; 
Not fript of all ber wonted train, Nr 
As when ſhe met th* Zolian ſwain, | | 
But woven to the graces fair. 
With waving robes, and floating hair ; z 
While gentle zephirs on the wing | 
Nerd lated cornucopiæ A 


Day. 


And 


— - — ye 
— e  ERRI40"; wo WES" "6, — —— 
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And ſportive hours lead on before, 


To ſhower on morn'their roſeate ſtore. 


Now walking in a ſhady grove, 
Let” . hear the linnets whiſtle love! 
Supiae, beneath a buſhy thorn, 


Let's hear the blackbird hail the * 


18 12 


Or ſtepping o'er the dewy lawn, | 
We'll view the graduating dawn. 5 
Behold, o'er eaſtern ſkies, a 9 2 | 
Sheds ſaſfron- hues on all below; 225 
A crimſon, ſprinkled far and near. | 
Declares the goddeſs-harbinger ; A ns 
Dull cares and anxigus fears: are 0 en 
Vexatiqus muſings teaſe no more; N 
Turbid thoughts are diſpoſſeſt, 
Calm enjoyments fill the breaſt, 
See, on each hilloc's yerdant brow, 
Nature's broidery ſer to ſhow! * 
When Sol e ther cleaves, © 
When Sol the wat' ry tethis leaves, ö 
And ſprightly larks, from aff the heath, 
Drop the mountain far beneath th, 
And driving miſts, as up they | 0p 
Preſent a landſcape 1 to the eye, wa: 
And duly-crowing tees, ; 5 
With wanton voice falutes the ear. 


* 
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Now wou' d you view the buſy town? 3 

See, contending for renownz mY 
Crowds, who on- the wax ring ſtate | 
Of courts, and courtiers? favours, wait; 
And then an often-opening door, 
Tells you his lordſhip's levee- hour. 
Juſt at that time when nymphs polite 
Finiſh their faſhionable night; 
With languor raiſe the drooping bead, 
At mid-day creeping from their bed: 
Then in a ratling coach anon - et) 
With noiſe and rapid ſpeed they're gone, BO 
To ſee ſome lofty-pillar'd dome, 
Or elegantly-furniſh*d room, 
Where, by the pencil's touch expreſt, 
A lively painting warms the breaſt; 
Or, poliſh'd high by {kilfal hands, 
An almoſt- breathing ſtatue ſtands. 
Meanwhile warm noon grows near his height, 
And clouds of duſt obſtruct our fight ; - 
And now the fcorching ſultry heat 
Drives paſſengers, to ſeek retreat. 
Friend! ſhall not you and I do fo, 
And leave to crowds their empty flow? 
Yes, let us inſtantly remove, ' wo 
To find the ſweet ſequeſter'd grove, 


* 
* 
* 


Impervious 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
{ 
| 


FHaſt' ning to quit theſe reg ions ſoon. 
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Impervious to a prying ray, | 
Aſſuming nearly night for . 
And aptly furniſhing a ſhed © 


For fawns' and wood - nymphs' nimble tread. 


In peaceful haunts, where all's ſerene, 
The ſporting dryads dance unſeen; 
Where the tall poplar and the pine, 

Their boughs in lofty alchoves join; 
Where various fpreading flowrets grow, 
Where muſky-ſcented woodbines glow, 
Claſping o'er th' impending walls 
Nigh where the tendril ivy crawls 
Up a romantic grotto's ſide, 

By which cool ſprings in eddies glide ; | 

Tilt trickling down the eraggy ſteeps, « 

In one the gather'd ſtreamlet creeps; 
Then ſerpentiſes thro? the meads, 


And to a cleanly cottage leads, 


Plac'd beneath a ſcreening hill, 
Where when the ſwain has eat his fill 
Of healty, rural, mid-day fare, 
Does to his wonted toil repair, 

Juſt as his mind or call requires, 
Nor loitering oer his labour tires. 
Now Sol brings on the afternoon, 


Amid 
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Amid che fragrant todded hay, d 1053500 2187 
All jocountnagh, and gnoweploys 1 
Loud rural mirth-infpires.ahe ring, - oil 
2 laſs in, turn nat ing: expel 
Till lengthn'd ſhades peoelaim' the hour, 
To haſte away, exe ,ͥng lbur. 1 
All fprightly as the birds hat diy, U 06157 206 
Knowing the ſweets of Labem, Ar [ 
Marching home, r 1371 
Sportive chant the ovial ſong -- 0 : Due: 
Joy, anſdaer'ds n mn v1 - THA 101 
Nature echoes v0 the ſound, 8 2613 af) 
Till they*ve reach' dhe village gate. 1 40 
When ev'ry ſwain anuſt: ahoaſe this — 
| In antic ſteps cach Youple aread, Bol n 5 | 
Juſt as their ruſtie faneies lead. 
Meanwhile the aged — & li ö 
To fee the hopeful offspring pla | 517 
And often to their ſqns abe rr yo 5 
How once they cou hate daneꝭd as incl; © // 
But Phcebus nowohls Masern 2100 
And finks behind, on wellern hills upon. 10 1 
With glory gilds che diſtant eloud, t 10 UA 
Then leaves the homexreſorung-erows. . oil 22A 
Thus the humble cottager, 
Heedleis, thoughtleſs, of the ſtir, 


K k Spend; | 


— 
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Spends content his ruſtic'life, 2 14 
Unknown to care, unknown to ſtrife; Noe H. 
- Rich in bounteous natureꝰs ſtore 
Expecting, nor requiring more; 
Healthy kept by labour meet 
Temper'd up with leiſure ſweet. 
Come then DAx and rake with you | Lg ke. 
Praiſes which are only due 
Come then Dax 9 1 1 7 
( Sufficient praiſes who can giye? 7? 
For whether gentle ſpring- towers now 1 
On the dripping traveller's eloak, 11111 
Or ſummer's unrelenting ray” 
With parching heat . v9 a 
Or autumn plucks the orchardꝰs pride, - 
Or winter's nipping blaſts'preſidez” 
Preſent ſtill, with courteous mein, © + 
With a variegated ſcene,” cher * 442 iT 
Raviſhing the wand' ring eye, 
Who thy pleaſures Mn A 5 1295 4516 Wal! 
None, none but melancholic-foolsnss 
Dull products of the Cynic-ſchools, © 
All others, ſure, ſenſe-taught, rent oh 3 5 
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La N-O-T T 2 
YRRHUS,. "is finking . 


To view ſtill evening north, 
As with a crimſon bluſh, demurely. mk 
She gleams her farewel light : * 5 
Too ſalemn theſo-N]ð athe empurpled 3 
More ſatisfy your ſoul, 
Join'd. to nocturnal revelry and ſport. 


The ſpawn of Bacchus“ court? 5 5 


All theſe too ſind a patroneſs i in ac. 
Call then that goddeſs to deſeend, 
| Who proves the wearied mortal's friend 


Who an unrival'd ſcepter ſway d, TY 
Before creation's bounds. were, lad, CR 
Ere light had beam'd the circling un, n 

Or ancient time his ſtage begunn 2 
Or ſea, or ſky, or earth, or moon. gail 10 | 
Or gods or men, were ſeen or e 45 
Invite her here: but aptly n FTA gl yp 


In a wennn veſt, 
jy '» Night. 


Clad in a grey-ſpun woof, i ries you a ford 
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Follow'd by cloſe- united pair, 
Lagging behind her ebon- chair; 
Somnus this, with poppies crown'd, 
Throwing leaden flumbers round, 

And Morpheus that, — eng 1 41 Ch 
The lover's viſionary king; W727 = ni 06h) T 
While far behind in PI 100 wolf 67 
Let troops of fitting dream“: rer, , eK 


Shadowy feenes that mock the fight, *. 


e 10 TIC 2 * . UU 


" ErREwHILE you ftw mma „bt A 

Her party-colour'd views diſplay, | aw agh 51 H 
And then beheld the evening rife, 1 . 

And crimſon ſtreak the weden ae: s He” 
Now ſee the night, with eaſy galt, eng ml 
Come gliding on in fable tate, % 42k; 6 
Sober, conſtant, gentle, mild. 15 OS 2107-0 


With no giddy views beguiPa, 50 AAgil $1.5 
But, with a ſacred ſ6temn b, Ariane 20 
Aiding contemplation's power- A 89K 30 
Calm and down breaths the sg 
Not a blaſt offenſive there 4 19661234: 
| Rudely bluſt'ring o'er „ 
| Or loud and boiſt'rous — wood ; 
| 2 Serene 
| ö 


—— — ẽ— ty 2 
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Serene and ſoft the panting breeze 

That gently whiſpers thro” the gon 
Fans along the od'rous fweets, | 
From each flow'ry-ſhiub it meets; 


While village clocks, with fullen e 


Pronounce the hour of eurfew- bell. 


Now featherꝰd ſongſters ſeek their neſt, 


And labouring hinds prepare for reſt; 
The drowſy watehman roars the row | 
In anſwer to ſome neighbouring/chime, | 


Say you, my friend, when night comes ons 


All the delights of life are gone? 
That nature ſleeps, and nor a voice 
Bids nature ſleeping to rejoice? © | 
Linnets fit mute within the buſh, _ _ - 
And all's a grave and formal huſh ? 
No blackbird trills on bloſſom'd thorn; 
No lark ſprings up as when at morn? 
Hark! and attend that riſing note, 
Worthy of Philomela's throat; 
Hear how the fwelling numbers riſe, 
Hear how the ſoft\nitig ebene de; 
Hear, and impartial tell, 
If day or night excel! 
What tho? eV ry obje& lie 
Veil'd.in dim obſeurity, 

2 
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And nought revives the acebfabfight,; - 58 25122 
Save a ſcant and dimm ring gbr. or yang 20 Th 
Are thence the faculties. confin/d?,., . 10156 rn 
Or check'd the cogitative mind? van Hass mort 
Does that de bar the raviſh d ſoul hk 
From ſoaring where the planets roll? νið,õLjA 
Say rather, chence ſhe gathers ſtrengt n,, 
To ſtretch out all creation's length / 
To view, in Wondir ous courſes-hurl'd,, front oof 
Each ſmall appearing ſtar a world! 
And then to think (the ſum of all rw v 
Who firſt inform'd each pendant hall; 5 od 16%. 
Now climbing up the eaſtern ſg xy . 
Majeſtic riſing on our eye, nh Hane hid 
(Wanting but 2 garniſh ray, Ain ei ann 
To give this time the name of day) A. 
The radiant moon, with filver-light, . | tet. kt 
Throws back the curtains of the — ws 1 
And from behind ariſing grund,, ele 
Diſplays her opening ſplendors round; Vun 110 
Whilſt o'er the plain I walk en, oH 283 
All things ting d with ſilver hue :; * 
Or elſe the winding lane may pleaſe,,.. * 
Where gleaming thro” the leafy trees 
She comes, diſperſing light and ſhade I 


Song the various chequer'd glade; ; 48 Fs? 
hu! ben 
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Then thro? a mazy. alley-green, HS 0 100 8 
(Unheard, unſought - for, and e. rei 


I walk, enwrapt in ſolemn gloom, en 
Near by ſome antiquated, dome, - t 2 = deres 74 
Where diff rent vegetables er l ü 


By flow degrees the 1 n Tr 
And many a rifted crevice drear, ri god do 


Betrays the waſte: of many a year. 71g 3 bea 


*Tis ſolemn, while the ſhrieking owl, 57 
From yonder turret, glum and dole, ia ur 
Clamours forth her omens loud ** 2 


Among the ſuperſtitious crowd. + 06 Dorn 14 
Hark, thro' ev'xy. venerable pile 
Thro? cv'ry;unfrequented ile, / // [14 
A blaſt in murmurs ſeems to ſpeak, Ir 


SH 60 


Tremendous howls the ſilence banks. or ihe 


53 
34 


Tis ſadly ſolemn, to be hold 127 iT 
Superb magnificence of old. wares — 
Confum'd by ſw ift encircling on dr wit 20 
Subſervient to each-winer's rage; _— l vf 


And then to think how once it non 
Ere time had mark d it for his own, þ 
A deſert haunt, forlorn and lone. bk wh 


Thus we indulge a pirying, thought, * 
_ ruins W time has wroughs! 5 
led 56 2911 yt: III 
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Til, thro” I nene 82 


Lighting the dapper elves to phy, | 43 er 

By foreſt ſide in twilight grey; N 227% 
Whilſt ſoft aerial muſic breaths, , FU, eee 
And gk he Das: RT 701 4 

When ſportive echo takes the fourd,, ' 
And gives it to the Hills around. TOY ns 
Which may the mh Nous employ ; 13 4 4 

Neither to ſlumber does it bind ud 8 * 8 
At ſtated times the a dive mind, ene 
But ſhews the buſkin and the nbd? eee 
And bids them — Wete Hit; V4. Ga 


Inſtructive principles relate, rod n e , * 


Heroic tales of heroes great, CONES | 4 
Till, with prevailing ks," | fb; of" 
Virtue commands us into ſenſe: aingan ene 
Or elſe the ſock's familiar phraſe Ann 
May laſh the viee of modern days, 01 2112475 en 
While the plesbd zudfenee Ern Ae, ba 
And praiſe the ſeburge their errors cauſe. SCE wh 
Bur if the ſtage deny her porter eg 7751.5 \ 
To chace away à tedious hour, 


Beek wo pH Saha AR * eh + 


Where graceful meaſures lead the ball, 
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Till veoktoing midnight maſks the ſkies, 
And bids the wand'ring ghoſts ariſe : 


Tis faid they 2 e g tomb, 
And thro? the d ge! mages ; 


Not lang 1195 25 The N in 
d mort ſome prying g glances bend 1 
Their wonted ſigns : away they 80 1 
To ſeek again tt thei ir feats below | RE 
Night! ſo man any pleafu 
Attendants on thy. be Kar e. ad Gre Bi 
Beſides the ſucet 7 755 ſe 15 . 
| (Sweets hie 0 
Who Can 42 th orig 5 1 50 1 12 
But thoſe who j0 1 4 oo W $4 
All others, e cnſe-raugh 3 755 = * of 
As will bös at l. n ten 20. 
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PK ag $3822 HE a dawning er 


„* Peel 8 9 rag 


8 =p 2 u b21agy 1 


But brings no 6 785 Klafs of peick to mel . 1 
Awaking thoughts e caſt af ati, 8 0 
And even daylight eds ; a det 5 er g 


Kean 1 $3 $75) bom, . 
PR forrow,. with 19cr Shag pain, . 
21 7s 01 1 So WL . 20bitod 


ent woods y dg) 

e 85 ECT e explore... no 
32 A? 1 £1 

To tell the Nine their fay'ri ha more! 82 d; 19 

Already, death has torn bin . ave 470 l. 
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Nor truth, nor . cor e e 
| Ab why, alas! ye Males, were ye kind ? 
With all your graces to enrich his mind? 
To grant him knowledge fo ſublime and rare, 
So vaſt, that numbers only wiſh'd to ſhare ;; 
Why all thoſe honours midſt his youthful bloom, 
If death muſt blaſt them in an early tomb? 
= Say for what end he caught the magic art, 
| By muſic's charms to captiyate the heart ? 
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Ah, why dic Fahntlng er'ry bratich unfold;: i O 
Eo teach him ſkill trat char nid the world of bla? 
Why did Fhyloſoph) umock the ſtore, 2 '{* 290Þ 
To let him tbage- all nüture's wonders er?: 
Aſtronomy, why yeach his thought .toftray=-! >" 
- Thro' worlds yinamber'd mid the ſtarry way? 
Deep Learning too, why thus deceive his age, 
To lead him ef tt the elaſſie page: 
And hen, ſweetPoeſy!' thy aid beſtow; , A r 
Yielding thofe ruptures which fo few can know? 
l beſe gifts in van! the youth untimely loſt :/ 
| Scarce elghtoon denen un in Ute cow'd-boalt, cl 
; 1 Vi ah eu An 2 odd 21 odT 
Come, penſive muſe, bike my ter woe 
A loſs like this demands the tear to flowt'- 


Nor reafon, nor religion can coritroul, » | | 115 0 
F ä — and n the feng as 
| bus Woe! 2 i! 


I rove POTN: + thro? — parleſ wood, 

Nor heed the ſweets of rural ſolitude- e 
The voice of melancholy ſeems to . a5 
Thro?-the receſs, and Oer the diftant "I ":T 
The waters murm'ring in the race below, IIS | 
Deepen the fad viciſſtude of woe, : 945 js nav% 
Ah why this grief? in vain we all deplore;z + + ? 
We mourn, * Damon muſt excel no more. 

O had 
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- O had he liv'd; beyond chis riſing Fear, 
And health remain'd, I might have ſeen him here. 


Then by the dh Nhich no ꝓrolonge my tar, 
With what delight we wauld have paſi d the day! 
Yon landſcapes, apening thro? the flow'ry laun, 
His faithful pencil ſhopld have lively draum 
And all thoſe hues chat deck cach fruitful ſide, 
Where the.ſmoath river. rolls its eaſy tide. 
The ſhelving cliffs that ſhadow ober the ſtream q) 
The de drops ſparkling to the dancing beams: 
The gay Paſtora, here ſo ſweetly ſee. 
In all the beauties af her vary'd green: 
The ſhrubs below, the ſpreading oaks on high, 
Nought would have paſs'd his juſt-obſerving eye. 
But vainly, fancy, doſt thou ſtrive-to-pleaſe,! + + 
Delight is vaniſh*d from ſuch ſcenes as — 4 
Thy aid can ne er the mighty-loſs reſtere, 
Fi, L and e muſt deplore. 
Been PEPE n fowl: + 
Could'ſt thou not ſtay till life's matures, non? 
Till reaſon; bright'ning in his touring mind. 
Had finiſh'd what great nature firſt defign?d.?- | 
Even at the place where genius neter could climb, = 
I mark'd hin#rifing ic the trus · fblime !:! 
| 4 ut £5 0 en 1 250 * Where vs 
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Where che dull adders unharmonious rore, 
I heard his muſic rival all the grove}, | is mh 12 
Tho” none to patronize his youthful . 
He nobly panted for immortal praiſe. 

O had he hd his ſtrength; of mind to prove, 
He'd been an ageꝰs wonder; and irs lone! 


Oh death! 1 , 
To kindredganguith't and to friends, 'defpair! - | 
What crowds remain who moſt perverſely ſtray, s 
Whoſe youth, nor ſcience, nor fair virtue ſway! - - 
Ignobly careleſs of their choĩceſt — "hh r 
Who boaſt unthinking in their miſpent time, 
To folly-ſoothing wilfully confin'd 
They ſcorn each belghtalligevrement of the ey 
Could none of theſe thy Haſty rage ſuffice/, 
And ſpare our times the fu and the cui], ? 
For Damon's loſs each patriot-brea/t ſhall feel, 
Such worth and talents raiſe the public-weal! 
His ſudden fate ſome unknown ſage ſhall mourn, - / 
Some een lament him ge res D t 

Gale! 

WEE few, who have like LAY 

| W dr areas, 0 
Eager to gain, by one unerring plan, 1 

Bome high endowment to complete the man, 
| 2 To 
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To brighteſt purpoſe: for their-oountry's xd; 
Like him, de' el the genirous'temager bear; ; 


And well deſerve'the Merry chey ſhare: n -/ 


Yet, happier fil, if, like the prudent your, il © 
They riſe maturely in the'ways af truth od Lo! 


O he wits rich in wt dffput nere! 
All that the Wicked un on Good rere 
Who knew kim beſt, by them the moſt approv'd ;_ 
How truly valuw!dFand hom juftly lov'd 4/7 π . - 
In years tho! young; yerſercithie mortal cloſe: 
The peek: Fojith to hobleſt inauhdod robe 
1 nog Nati gaifootrhct G. 


And bear dag e adly-pleating-thewes.... 1... 


Each lonely grot, -where tears. and ſilence dweil; 
Let echo chere each dying ſigh reſtore, Ane 1 2:1: 


And found his virtues down thy penceful ſhore, 


If ancient Naiades near thy borders, ſtray, ... .._ 
Or Sylphs, or Sylphids, o'er thy waters play; 


I fabled Fan chy ſlvan ſhadeselight, ,-, 


Or Fans ſurxey thee from you woodland height, 


In ſuiting ſtrains let theſe his worth declare. 


The ſit elogium bid them all prepare. 


Sy} 


A, my thought, why doſt thon wildly rope? 
None, none. can,praiſe him, hut who feel aud ore! 
Why ſeeks my heart for empty fiction's aid? - 


'Tis zruth u Hatten 
'Ocould mp my ſorrow roy N ch jhe Een d an e 


Such, ſuch I Lp +. wy my; ſolit 2 9 98 422 2 vWF 


** A qually prodaim, 
And ral 5 pee 0 rave f "24 id 0 
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Mead 14 
0, powers. of, envy. can e Friends 19 17 
irm "in their bright nib nde Ken! * 1 10D 
0d 1 209 quaibazint oa gbd 110 ol EH 
„Hal wut divine, | jnumgrral fre l, Hai 1 
8 rhows Glien: ät zu) Ai pfe Nag oe 
O favs bus mem'ry, 4x4} he youth; was e wa 
5 you devatsd all bis mongal Peper, lr 
V you be aimidhin RTE e Dion nou 
vp to be, ang! Eg Nis Kale wi 15 iſp! an MT 
bre by he heh. der, gh 
Thro life purſuing as ye ThewIthe way 
From cold oblivion bid the muſes ſave; 
Be not his name forgotten in the grave! 
Be all his virtues, in their juſt ſublime, 
Warmly remember'd tho ſuereding time, wh 
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bogs 


My eyes, tho” guſhing with the falling tear, © 


He mounts ! be ſoars! bey ond our earthly plac 


0 TTY ; elette 
Thar Brirtiſh'5owrhs from. thenee may carly find 
'N werth nor vid re to ee 
or Ne bees on, by dog hd 
| No mortal grief the dear-departed FR . 
No Friend's condolence no Relation ' weeds l. 


Weep but in vain, nor gfachis humble Bl, 
To him xo tribute, tho my fighs faſt flow, ' © 
My heart tho? iwelli vg with a weight of woe; 


ce, 
Ripe for the gloties i celeſtial ſpace; 
e ſuch friendſhip once I bore, 
So priz'd that heart which now can beat no more 3 
So much I promis'd from 4 worth like wine, 
My thought ſo flatter d with her Iod defign, 2 | 
That now the painful diſapppinenient known, | [ 
Long muſt my ſoul her jon lot Venioan ; | 5 Il 
The tranſient image in reflection ſee, 1 
And whilſt ET CEE remember thee, © 2870 
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